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THE  ALMANACK  OF  SUCCESSFUL  COUETSHIP  ;  CON- 
TAINING VAST  INFOKMATION  AND  FULL  GUID- 
ANCE FOR  MOTHERS  AND  DAUGHTERS  DURING 
EACH   MONTH  IN   THE    YEAR. 


JULY. 

In  our  village — or  rather  in  the  village  where 
we  live,  for  the  village  is  not  ours  ;  if  it  were  we 
should  give  up  authorship  and  turn  tyrant,  imme- 
diately doubling  the  rents  and  heavily  fining 
every  woman  in  the  place  who  dared  to  be  ugly — 
in  the  village  where  we  live,  we  repeat,  there 
resides  a  family  which  ought  to  be  healthy, 
wealthy,  and  wise ;  for  they  go  to  coucher  at 
nine  p.m.  every  night,  and  their  chimney  may 
any  morning  be  seen  smoking  by  four  o'clock, 
true  Dutch-clock  time. 

This  does  seem  to  us  such  an  unnatural,  biixls- 
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of-tlie-air  and  beasts-of-the-field  existence,  that, 
for  the  life  of  us,  we  cannot  make  up  our  mind 
whether  to  admire  or  despise  this  family — 
whether  to  reverence  them  as  philosophers  or 
laugh  at  them  for  fools. 

Once — a  long  time  ago — we  got  up  at  five  on  a 
cold  morning  to  catch  a  train  (poor  sport),  and 
on  that  occasion  we  visited  our  early  birds 
opposite  to  see  what  they  were  doing,  for  our 
evil  nature  had  often — perhaps  in  jealousy  of 
their  virtue — suggested  that  our  neighbours  must 
either  be  coiners  of  bad  money  or  workers  at  an 
illicit  still.  So  superhuman  did  this  early  rising 
appear  to  us,  that  we  naturally  concluded  that 
vice  alone  could  stimulate  them  to  such  exertions. 

We  remember  that  our  stomach  on  that  cold 
five  o'clock  morning  was  out  of  order,  tetchy, 
like  a  too  early  awakened  child,  sulky  for  want  of 
more  sleep,  and  very  spiteful ;  but  they  of  this 
humble  homestead  were  eating  with  smacking 
lips  and  hungry  eyes,  and  sipping  hot  coffee 
greedily,  as  if  the  meal  were  behind  time  and 
long  wanted. 

We  felt  poorly  as  we  beheld  the  slices  go  down 
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and  disappear  as  fast  as  posting  letters,  for  we 
could  not  have  eaten  a  robin's  crumb,  and  even 
our  eyes  could  not  digest  the  sight  of  the  food 
they  swallowed. 

We  knew  as  well  as  if  our  glass  were  before  us 
that  our  face  was  of  the  wateiy,  sickly  hue  of  a 
thin  slice  of  cucumber,  and  it  made  us  revengeful 
because  these  breakfasters  were  as  fresh  and 
wholesome  as  fancy  portraits. 

We  tried  to  laugh  and  joke,  but  our  efforts 
were  unavailing,  and  we  spoke  like  a  man  with  a 
bad  taste  in  his  mouth,  our  dry  lips  apart  and 
the  teeth  showing,  besides  screwing  up  our  fea- 
tures and  breathing  loudly;  whilst  these  good 
hardworkers  answered  us  with  fresh  voices  in 
wholesome  condition,  and  talking  and  laughing 
to  them,  was  but  the  frolicking  of  brains  re- 
freshed. 

On  that  morning  we  thought  we  had  made  a 
discovery,  and  wrote  notes.  Deeply  impressed 
with  the  virtue  of  early  rising,  we  went  to  the 
extreme  of  elevated  feeling,  and  professed  to  be 
disgusted  with  all  sluggards  then  lying  in  bed. 
Resolved  to  publish  our  new-born  morality,  we 
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purposely  missed  our  train  that  we  might  indulge 
in  visits  to  several  friends  whose  shaving  time 
was  between  ten  and  eleven. 

It  added  years  to  our  term  to  be  able  to  shout 
out  at  the  bedroom  doors,  "  What !  Not  dressed 
yet?  Why,  we  have  been  up  and  out  since 
five  !" 

We  have  tried  to,  but  we  cannot,  make  out  why 
virtue  should  always  be  described  as  such  an 
early  bird.  Yet  were  we  to  be  called  upon  to 
describe  the  imaginary  existence  of  a  perfect 
and  intensely  upright  man,  somehow  or  other  we 
should  feel  that  we  should  not  be  doing  our  duty 
unless  we  tucked  him  up  comfortably  between 
the  blankets  by  ten,  at  the  latest ;  and  we  should 
have  hirn  up  again,  washed,  combed,  and  in  a 
clean  collar,  in  time  to  call  the  cocks. 

Yet  think  of  the  horrors  of  breakfast  by  candle- 
light !  Ought  a  good  man  to  undergo  such  suf- 
erings  ?  How  could  a  good  man  wish  his  child 
"Good-morning!"  when  he  had  but  just  put 
down  the  snuffers  ?  Fancy  taking  the  light  to 
the  door  to  see  Avhat  kind  of  a  day  it  is ! 

The  early  birds  opposite  burn  few  candles  at 
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night,  but  their  four  o'clock  a.m.  breakfasts  make 
sad  havoc  with  their  bunches  of  short  sixteens. 

The  arguments  of  good  housewives  concerning 
the  saving  of  coals  do  not  apply  to  them,  for 
their  grate  glows  for  seventeen  out  of  the  twenty- 
four  hours,  and  gobbles  up  tons  where  our 
register  modestly  consumes  its  hundredweights. 
It  is  difficult  to  comprehend  why  seeing  the  sun 
rise  should  be  considered  the  acme  of  human 
morality ;  but  so  it  is  proclaimed  by  the  legion 
of  parents,  and  so  the  preachers  declare. 

An  idea  strikes  us  that  the  sages  who  esta- 
blished this  law  were  men  advanced  in  years,  and, 
as  old  age  cannot  sleep  in  the  morning,  the  soli- 
tude of  these  early  hours  became  inconvenient ; 
and,  to  ensure  company  on  awakening,  early 
rising  was  classed  with  the  virtues,  and  early 
breakfasts  thus  secured. 

There  is  no  man  or  woman  so  abusive  of 
sluggards  as  those  who  cannot  sleep.  They  are 
the  cruelest  of  persecutors.  They  will  shake  a 
fellow-being  out  of  the  glorious  unconsciousness 
of  slumber  with  no  greater  compunction  than 
they  will  stir  a  dull  fire.     They  may  snap  the 
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fairy  tale  of  a  dream,  and  wipe  away  the  intricate 
improbabilities  of  delicious  brain-wanderings ; 
and  for  what?  To  tell  yoa  that  breakfast  is 
waiting. 

A  man  who  called  himself  our  friend  once 
roused  us  from  a  sweet  slumber,  giving  as  his 
excuse  for  the  brutal  act  that  we  snored.  And 
what  did  we  do  to  that  man  ?  Why,  we  simply 
struck  him !  Some  time  since  we  read  in  a 
newspaper  the  wretched  story  of  a  Monday 
morning's  hanging,  and  it  was  stated  that  the 
culprit  had  slept  so  long  and  soundly  that, 
for  fear  the  hangman  might  be  kept  waiting,  it 
was  necessary  to  awaken  the  doomed  dreamer. 
From  that  moment  we  raised  a  mighty  shriek 
for  the  abolition  of  capital  punishment. 

Who  can  lay  down  a  rule  for  day  working  and 
night  sleeping  ?  Why  should  not  the  pleasures 
of  darkness  be  as  much  respected  as  the  delights 
of  sunshine  ?  We  have  but  a  few  years  allotted 
to  us  by  even  the  most  indulgent  actuaries,  and 
why  miss  any  pleasure  that  can  sweeten  the  rough 
flavour  of  the  world's  ways  ? 

Let  the  early  bird  catch  its  worm  and  be  grate- 
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fill,  but  also  permit  the  late  bird  to  enjoy  its 
refreshing  grub.  The  lark  relishes  its  mouthful, 
and  the  owl  (type  of  wisdom)  picks  its  murine 
delicac3\  Shun  evil  companions  and  never  lose 
your  latch-key.  Be  moderate  in  your  libations, 
and,  though  insured  beyond  your  real  value,  care- 
fully put  out  the  candle. 

The  man  whose  easy  circumstances  permit 
him  to  engrave  on  his  doorplate  "  office  hours 
from  twelve  to  four  "  may  indulge  in  moonlight 
pleasures  and  wear  the  white  cravatj  yet  still 
be  the  upright  citizen  ;  and  he  whose  bread  and 
cheese  taps  at  the  chamber  door  by  four  a.m. 
may  whistle  at  the  plough^ s  tail  and  never  be  a 
better  man  for  early  bed. 

There  are  enjoj-ments  of  the  night  and  plea- 
sures of  the  day,  and  up  to  the  present  time  the 
majority  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  globe,  by 
general  acclamation,  incline  to  those  delights 
which  begin  when  the  gas  is  turned  on  at  the 
main,  and  every  office  door  is  locked  until  to- 
morrow. 

There  is  something  positively  heartrending  in 
the  notion  of  a  sweet  creature  of  tender  loveable 
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years  rising  before  the  world  is  prepared  for  her 
use.  The  vapours  of  night  still  hang  in  the  air 
and  dispute  with  the  sunbeams  ;  they  rise  in  a 
steaming  mist  under  the  warm  rays,  in  the  same 
way  that  the  moisture  condensed  within  a  lamp- 
glass  is  evaporated  by  the  ignited  wick.  If  it  is 
wrong  to  condemn  a  lovely  innocent  to  an  un- 
aired  room,  why  should  she  be  subjected  to  an 
un aired  earth  ? 

There  are,  of  course,  many  cases  which  could 
be  quoted  by  opponents  to  our  theory  as  to 
the  benefits  that  have  accidentally  befallen  the 
fair  ones  who,  perhaps  in  sport,  have  essayed 
early  rising.  It  was,  we  admit,  at  the  absurd 
hour  of  six  in  the  morning  that  Aurora  Hurley 
first  met  the  esteemed  but  delicate  Deville  Mince, 
then  a  rising  curate  at  Broadstairs,  and, no  doubt, 
the  intimacy  which  subsequently  ripened  into 
the  reverend  gentleman  being  asked  to  tea,  arose 
from  their  being  both  recommended  by  the  faculty 
to  drink  new  milk. 

We  will  also  readily  allow  that  Emma  Hicks,  a 
charming  girl,  but  done-up  with  her  sixth  season, 
being  at  Boulogne  for  the  benefit  of  a  constitu- 
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tion  sadly  damaged  bj^  dancing,  and  a  spirit 
dreadfully  crushed  by  useless  flirtations,  did  at 
tlie  unnatural  hour  of  seven  a.m.  first  charm  the 
fickle  heart  of  the  fashionable  Baron  de  Bossey, 
though  on  the  other  hand  it  should  be  mentioned 
that  the  gentleman  was  returning  from  a  card 
IDarty,  where  he  had  won  considerably,  and  was 
consequently  in  high  spirits. 

But  strong  as  such  instances  may  on  first 
thoughts  seem  to  be  in  refutation  of  our  theory, 
still  we  maintain  that  the  deplorable  results  of 
each  of  these  unions  argue  strongly  in  our  favour. 
When  destiny,  in  the  form  of  confirmed  sore 
throat,  carried  off  the  gentle  Mince,  his  personalty 
was  sworn  under  £'92,  which  included  the  har- 
monium. When  Virtue  triumphant  cast  the 
debauched  De  Bossey  into  the  Bankruptcy 
Court,  the  assets  he  delivered  over  to  his  dis- 
gusted creditors  amounted  only  to  fifteen  shil- 
lings, the  villain  having  disposed  of  his  best 
studs  for  a  mere  song. 

Early  in  the  morning  forms  no  portion  of  the 
drama  of  life  ;  it  is  the  "  behind  the  scenes  "  of 
the  representation,  the  getting  ready,  the  shifting 
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and  arranging.  The  lionest  housemaid  with  her 
black-lead  brushes,  the  industrious  Molly  with 
her  broom  and  hearthstone  are  making  ready 
the  stage  for  the  performers.  Shutters  are 
opened,  doors  unlocked,  mats  beaten.  Surely 
these  necessary  but  unpleasant  operations  are 
quite  unfitted  for  the  eyesight  of  a  white-skinned, 
taper-limbed  creature,  who,  even  if  she  wickedly 
persisted  in  witnessing  the  cleansing  process, 
would  only  be  in  the  way,  and  meet  with  the 
rebukes  of  her  honest  menials  for  leaving  her 
comfortable  bed  at  an  hour  when  every  lady  of 
pretension  should  be  enjoying  a  sound  and  re- 
freshing slumber. 

Daylight  means  care  and  toil.  Every  hour 
whilst  the  sun  shines  contains  sixty  minutes  of 
anxiety.  The  rich  cannot  escape,  and  the  poor 
submit. 

We  will  select  as  our  example  a  highly-respect- 
able family  living  in  great  style,  not  far  from  Eaton 
Square,  and  so  particular  in  their  acquaintance 
that  they  receive  nobody  but  carriage  people  and 
distinguished  foreigners. 
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To  make  certain  of  this  family's  respectability, 
they  shall  keep  a  hall-porter,  which  is  everywhere 
considered  to  be  the  ne  lolus  ultra  of  gentility. 
When  this  family  goes  out  of  town,  it  is  a  sight 
to  witness  the  brass-bound  j)late-chests  that  are 
lifted  by  the  gorgeous  footmen  into  the  green- 
grocer's van  to  be  carried  to  the  banker's. 

This  family  is  so  proud  of  itself  that  its  crest 
jQgures  on  every  plate,  cup,  and  dish  which  the 
family  uses  ;  also  on  the  knife-handles,  toilet  ser- 
vices, and  the  family  Bible. 

This  family  is  professional  in  its  walk  in  life ; 
and  is  prepared  to  take  its  solemn  oath  that  it 
never  has  been  in  trade  ;  and  in  such  abhorrence 
does  it  regard  everything  connected  with  com- 
merce and  the  vulgar  City  wretches,  that  once, 
and  only  once,  a  brewer  did,  somehow,  smuggle 
himself  into  the  Wednesday  evening  reception, 
carefully  concealing  his  hated  calling;  but  the 
cool  and  quiet  manner  in  which  he  was  "  cut " 
as  soon  as  detected,  was  a  caution  to  Liquorpond 
Street. 

The  lady  has  herself  been  heard  to  say  that 
she    has   no  i^ersonal   antipathy  to  merchants, 
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provided  they  sail  plenty  of  their  own  ships  and 
are  in  Parliament ;  neither  does  she  entirely 
ohject  to  hankers,  if  they  be  very  rich  and  very 
intimate  with  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer ; 
but  with  your  cottons,  sugars,  and  hardware 
wretches  she  emphatically  repudiates  all  con- 
nection. 

Her  very  footmen  hate  people  in  trade,  and 
one  of  them  carried  his  animosity  so  far  as  to 
leave  his  situation,  owing  a  neighbouring  pub- 
lican a  heavy  bill  for  stimulants  and  prime 
havannahs. 

The  high-spirited  lady  who  presides  over  this 
establishment  is  the  mother  of  several  elegant 
children,  all  young,  but,  thank  Goodness  !  all 
healthy  and  handsomely  provided  for — the  for- 
tune she  brought  her  dear  husband  being  settled 
on  herself  and  progeny ;  so  that,  let  the  worst 
come  to  the  v/orst,  he  cannot  touch  a  penny  of 
her  money. 

The  great  joy  of  this  lady  is  to  witness  the 
rise  and  development  of  her  babes.  She  has 
pathetic  stories  to  tell  of  Adelina's  back  tooth 
and   convulsions,   of  Victoria's    high   shoulders 
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and  calisthenics,  and  of  Albert's  twisted  leg 
and  irons.  Mothers  listen  to  her  b}'  the  hour, 
and  wonder  how  she  has  survived  her  children's 
sufferings. 

To  protect  and  perfect  the  darlings,  a  head 
governess  and  a  head  nurse  devote  their  minds 
to  everything,  including  washing- nights  and 
universal  history.  The  sanitary  condition  of 
those  babes,  and  the  state  of  their  appetites, 
is  the  all-pervading  anxiety  of  their  affectionate 
mamma. 

Early  in  the  forenoon  the  under-footman  is 
sent  post-haste  to  the  nursery  to  inquu-e  whether 
Master  Leopold  eat  all  his  bread  and  milk  ;  pre- 
sently the  same  long-legged  attendant  is  dis- 
patched atticwards,  with  "  Missus's  compliments, 
and  please  not  to  forget  Miss  Victoria's  tonic ; " 
later,  nurse  is  summoned  and  cross-questioned 
as  to  the  entire  flock,  their  coughs,  their  bruises, 
their  clothes,  their  medicine,  and,  above  all,  their 
appetites. 

So  long  as  they  can  eat  their  five  meals  a  day, 
the  mother's  spirit  rests  in  peace  ;  but  if  they 
could  manage  a  sixth  she  would  be  in  an  elysium 
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of  delight.  If  Leo  consumes  three  slices  for 
breakfast,  Mamma's  eyes  fill  with  tears  of  joy, 
and  she  exclaims,  "  Three  entire  slices !  Bless 
him ! " 

On  being  told  that  Adelina  woke  in  the  night 
and  cried  for  cake,  the  maternal  gratitude  ex- 
plodes with  a  "  Clever  little  pet !  I  have  great 
hopes  of  that  sweet  child,  nurse  ! '' 

It  is,  however,  when  the  hour  for  dinner  ap- 
proaches that  the  entire  household  is  made  to 
feel  the  importance  of  the  young  mouths  about 
to  feed. 

At  twenty  minutes  to  one  o'clock  every  day, 
Tomkins,  the  head  footman,  emerges  from  his 
pantry,  splendidly  dressed  and  powdered  for 
the  afternoon,  and  taking  with  him  a  hand- 
some hand-bell,  he  (looking  something  like  a 
swell  dustman)  proceeds  to  the  back  area,  and 
rings  vigorously  for  the  nursery  to  prepare  for 
dinner. 

Down  go  the  books  and  slates,  the  little  hands 
and  faces  are  washed,  untidy  heads  are  smoothed 
and  fresh  partings  seen  to,  and  little  frocks  are 
pulled  down  with  jerks  over  podgy  little  stomachs. 
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At  one  o'clock  precisely  Tomkins,  with  mili- 
tary punctuality,  once  more  seizes  the  bell,  and, 
as  it  sends  forth  its  tintinnabulations,  the  under- 
footman  may  be  perceived  ascending,  with  rapid 
strides  and  a  careful  eye  for  spilled  gravy,  the 
back  staircase,  bearing  a  covered  dish  of  noble 
proportions,  and  leaving  behind  a  luscious  smell 
of  roast  mutton. 

If  the  under-footman  is  behind  his  time  with 
the  noble  dish,  the  mother,  who  is  on  the  look- 
out for  any  treason  in  her  service,  rings  her  bell, 
and  requests  to  be  informed  "  what  accident  has 
occurred  to  delay  the  nursery  service  ?  " 

Is  it  not  excusable  for  a  doting  parent  to  love 
the  sight  of  her  pets  eating  their  little  dinners 
and  enjoying  themselves  to  their  little  stomachs' 
content  ?  It  is  sweetly  affecting  to  hear  her  love 
burst  forth  in  homely  advice. 

When  Leopold  insists  on  devouring  nothiag 
but  meat,  she  cunningly  essays  to  lure  him  to- 
wards the  vegetables  by  complimentary  exhorta- 
tions— "  Now  a  little  potato,  my  darling  ! — such 
nice  potato ! — such  a  pretty  potato  for  pretty  boy !" 

To  Victoria,  who  is  a  fine  growing  girl  and 
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inclined  to  gluttony,  she  addresses  sterner  coun- 
sel— "  Do  not  eat  so  fast,  child,  but  thoroughly 
masticate  one  piece  before  you  take  another ; 
and  less  straining  of  the  eyes  when  you  swallow, 
I  beg." 

When  young  Albert  puts  his  knife  in  his 
mouth  Mamma  shudders  with  horror,  and  shrieks 
to  the  governess,  *'  Take  it  away.  Miss  Mills,  take 
it  away,  before  the  sweet  innocent  kills  himself." 

Miss  Mills  is  a  straight-backed  graceful  crea- 
ture, with  splendid  hair — brown  sherry  colour — 
and  a  face  that  would  cure  either  rheumatism 
or  gout  in  an  instant.  The  children  love  her, 
but  never  hesitate  to  remind  her,  when  she  en- 
deavours to  be  commanding,  that  she  is  only  a 
governess. 

She  is  a  delicate,  timid  creature,  and  fright- 
ened to  death  of  Leopold  when  he  kicks.  Even 
Albert,  the  sweet  baby  boy,  can  thrash  her. 
Long  since  would  she  have  received  her  quarter's 
notice,  through  being  a  "  perfect  fool  and  a  poor 
useless  thing  ; "  but  her  sweet  face  has  saved  her, 
for  the  last  governess  had  a  squint,  and  Mamma 
vows  that  Leopold  caught  it  of  the  hussey,  and 


FACES    FOR    FORTUNES.  17 

to  save  that  cherub  Albert  from  the  visitations 
of  a  cock-eye  it  had  been  resolved  to  submit  the 
infant's  features  to  the  influence  of  the  sweetest 
face  that  went  out  teaching,  in  the  hope  that 
beauty  might  be  catching,  and  the  boy  turn  out 
uncommonly  elegant  and  superior. 

Miss  Mills  is  prett}' — so  pretty  that  my  lady's 
brother  frequently  met  his  little  nephews  and 
nieces  when  out  walking  in  the  park;  and  Tom- 
kins — the  head  footman — a  man  of  sufficient 
substance  to  relish  the  Times'  money  article, 
has  vowed  and  declared  that  "  if  she'd  have  him 
he  was  willing  and  good  to  take  a  house  and  put 
her  behind  the  handsomest  bar  in  England  to 
attract  the  gents." 

But  for  that  naughty  boy  Alfred,  the  existence 
of  Miss  Mills  might  pass  comfortably;  but  he 
destroys  all  her  happiness  by  his  savage  dispo- 
sition;  and  screams,  and  kicks,  and  bites,  and 
scratches,  and  pinches,  and  spits  in  a  thoroughly 
vicious  and  manslaughtering  manner. 

He  has  such  a  voice  that,  when  in  a  passion,, 
his  yeUs  are  heard  all  over  the  house,  and 
mamma's  bell  rings  violently,  and  footmen  are 
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sent  flying,  and  doors  slam  to,  until  Miss  Mills 
trembles  with  fear,  and  her  heart  beats  like  a 
knocking  at  the  wall. 

This  rebellious  treasure  wants  everything  he 
sees ;  he  roars  for  the  lucifer  matches,  needles, 
the  ink-bottle,  his  best  frock;  the  cat  on  the 
roof  over  the  way,  his  sisters^  thimbles,  the  red- 
hot  poker,  and  the  scissors  to  play  "  at  hair- 
dressers with  " — which  means  cutting  off  Miss 
Mills's  beautiful  tresses — the  heathen  infant ! 

One  day  he  nearly  brought  on  convulsions 
through  his  wishes  being  very  properly  thwarted; 
and  Miss  Mills  was  quite  right  in  refusing  to  let 
him  have  the  dish-cover  (melon  pattern,  electro), 
for  a  game  at  boats,  it  being  neither  a  pretty  nor 
an  improving  sight  to  behold  an  infant  curled  up 
in  a  kitchen  utensil  however  thickly  plated,  not- 
withstanding the  excessive  talent  he  might  dis- 
play in  rolling  about  the  floor  to  illustrate  the 
action  of  the  waves,  and  the  difficulties  and 
dangers  of  navigation. 

Such  are  the  household  cares  that  daylight 
brings.  To  the  married,  how  interesting ;  to  the 
single,  how  suggestive ! 
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Every  lady  who  loves  her  bonnet  is  aware  that, 
if  it  rains  on  that  dreadful  St.  Swithin's  Day, 
there  will — as  sure  as  pork  is  pig — be  rain, 
"  more  or  less,"  for  forty  succeeding  days.  On 
the  other  hand,  it  does  not  make  much  difference, 
for  if  St.  Swithin's  Day  should  be  as  fine  as  a 
prize  gooseberry  and  as  dry  as  Scotch  snuff, 
there  will  still  be  rain,  ^''  less  or  more,''  for  forty 
succeeding  days. 

Last  year,  for  instance,  the  loth  of  July  was  a 
remarkably  beautiful  day ;  not  a  drop  of  water 
fell  big  enough  to  drown  a  money-spider.  The 
water-carts  were  about;  the  pavements  were  as 
dry  and  as  white  as  a  kitchen  hearth-stone ; 
and  the  dust  was  both  plentiful  and  disagreeable, 
turning  black  trousers  into  white  ones  and  white 
trousers  into  black  ones,  settling  on  your  hair, 
getting  into  your  eyes,  and  powdering  you  all 
over  like  a  poulterer's  chicken  for  sale. 

We  made  up  our  minds  that  we  were  to  have 

forty  days  of  uninterrupted  sunshine,  and  went 

to  bed  thinking  over  the  delightful  toilettes  we 

should  gaze  upon,  the   country  trips  we  would 

0  2 
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make,  and  the  invitations  to  pic-nics  we  would 
accept — as  soon  as  we  received  them. 

But  about  two  o'clock  on  the  morning  of  the 
IGth  we  were  awoke  from  our  sleep  by  a  sound 
against  the  window  panes,  as  if  some  villain 
were  pelting  them  with  peas.  It  was  rain,  it  was 
old  St.  Swithin ! 

He  was  late  by  two  hours — had  missed  his 
appointment.  As  if  angry  with  his  want  of 
punctuality,  he  was  making  up  for  lost  time  by 
emptying  his  water-buckets  w^ith  savage  rapidity. 
It  was  not  an  ordinary  shower,  for  the  drops 
that  came  up  against  our  window  were  as  big  as 
detonating  balls,  and  broke  with  a  sharp  crack 
directly  they  struck  the  glass. 

We  went  to  bed  again,  hoping  that  the  wet 
saint  might  break  somebody's  valuable  plate-glass 
shop-panes,  be  prosecuted  by  the  insurance 
company,  and  get  locked  up  for  the  remainder 
of  the  forty  days  he  is  allowed  by  tradition  for 
soaking  us  to  the  skin. 

Those  poor  ladies  whose  elegant  millinery 
has  been  drenched  in  these  troublesome  July 
showers  may  perhaps   like   to   know  something 
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of  the  histor}^  of  the  moist  saint  who  causes 
them. 

He  was  born  of  poor,  and,  let  us  hope,  honest 
parents.  His  father  was  either  a  waterman  or 
a  turncock.  Even  if  he  was  not,  he  ought  to 
have  been.  At  an  early  age,  young  Swithin 
became  a  monk  and  a  teetotaller.  Having  some 
interest  in  the  Wittenagemot,  he  was  raised  to 
the  dignity  of  Bishop  of  Winchester.  Most 
probably  King  Ethelwolfe  bestowed  this  honour 
upon  him,  thinking  that  one  of  so  wet  a  dis- 
position could  not  be  better  disposed  of  than  by 
letting  him  drain  off  his  moist  life  in  a  see  ; 
or  perhaps  Swithin's  evident  intimacy  with  the 
raining  ]oowers  may  have  had  some  political 
influence. 

Scarcely  had  he  been  made  a  bishop,  when 
Swithin,  in  gratitude,  wrought  his  first  miracle. 
In  Poor  Bobin's  Almanack  for  1697,  we  read — 

* '  A  woman  having  broke  her  eggs 
By  stumbling  at  another's  legs  ; 
For  which  she  made  a  woeful  cry — 
St.  Swithin  chanc'd  for  to  come  by, 
Who  made  them  all  as  round,  or  more, 
Than  ever  that  they  had  been  before." 
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In  the  year  865  this  sloppy  Bishop  died,  and 
the  Pope  instantly  canonised  him.  On  his  death- 
bed he  composed  a  poem,  commencing  with 
"Happy  the  corpse  the  rainfalls  on." 

He  expressed  a  desire  to  be  buried  in  the 
open  churchyard,  and  not  in  the  chancel  of  the 
minster,  as  was  usual  with  other  bishops.  His 
greatest  horror  seemed  to  be  a  dry  tomb  :  his 
greatest  wish  that  his  dust  might  be  constantly 
laid  by  the  showers  of  heaven. 

When  the  monks  heard  that  the  dead  Bishop 
had  been  made  a  saint,  they  thought  it  disgrace- 
ful that  his  holy  bones  should  be  allowed  to  rest 
in  the  open  burial  ground,  and  resolved  to  re- 
move his  body  into  the  choir,  which  was  to 
have  been  done  with  solemn  procession  on  the 
15th  of  July. 

On  that  da}",  however,  the  monks  had  scarcety 
fallen  into  their  ranks,  when  down  came  the  rain, 
as  though  the  string  of  a  shower-bath  had  been 
suddenly  pulled. 

The  holy  brethren  stayed  for  a  long  time 
under  cover,  looking  about  to  see  if  the  clouds 
were  clearing  away,  but  were  at  last  forced  to 
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postpone  the  ceremony  until  the  next  day.  This 
time  they  took  their  umbrellas  with  them,  but 
the  wind  soon  twisted  them  inside-out ;  the  rain 
trickled  off  down  their  necks;  and  the  heavy 
drops  pelted  their  shaven  crowns  like  so  many 
marbles,  until  they  were  again  forced  to  beat  a 
retreat. 

Every  succeeding  day  they  made  the  same 
attempt,  puttmg  on  their  waterproof  cassocks, 
or  their  thick  sandals  ;  but  the  only  result  was 
that  before  a  fortnight  was  over  every  monk  had 
a  cold  in  the  head,  and  at  prayer-time  sung  out 
Faciei'  Dosder  instead  of  Pater  Noster. 

For  forty  days  it  rained  violently,  ''  as  had 
hardly  ever  been  known,"  so  that  the  reverend 
gentlemen,  fearing  lest  a  second  deluge  might 
visit  them,  set  aside  their  design  as  heretical  and 
blasphemous.  In  revenge  fo  r  their  duckings, 
they  erected  a  chapel  over  the  saint's  grave, 
spitefully  cheating  him  out  of  his  loved  showers ; 
and  until  that  building  is  removed,  the  curse  of 
the  forty  days'  rain  will  continue. 

St.  Swithin  is  the  perpetual  patron  of  the 
honourable    company    of  umbrella   makers   and 


24  FACES    FOR   FORTUNES. 

menders.  On  the  day  when  the  first  umbrella 
was  made  in  England,  there  was  a  fearful 
storm,  and  it  rained  for  an  entire  week,  as  a 
kind  of  friendly  advertisement  for  the  new  in- 
vention. 

This  saint  had  also  in  bygone  years  something 
to  do  with  the  manageraent  of  Vauxhall  Gardens. 
Since  the  roj^al  property  has  been  built  over,  the 
Chiswick  fetes  have  secured  his  patronage — an 
honour  which,  although  flattering,  has  not  as  yet 
been  remunerative. 

It  may  not  be  generally  known  that  Messrs. 
Barclay  and  Perkins  christened  their  celebrated 
London  porter  "  heavy  wet,"  out  of  compliment 
to  St.  Swithin,  on  whose  day  it  is  always  in  the 
primest  condition ;  but  those  who  retail  this  in- 
vigorating beverage,  have  since  carried  out  the 
watery  politeness  to  such  a  preposterous  degree, 
that  the  compliment  to  the  saint  has  degenerated 
into  an  insult  to  the  Londoner. 

There  is  a  badly  -  written  proverb,  which 
says  — 

*'  If  St.  S within  greets  (weeps),  the  proverb  says, 
The  weather  will  be  foul  for  forty  days  ; 
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A  shower  of  rain  in  July,  wlien  the  corn  begins  to  fill, 
Is  worth  a  plough  of  oxen,  and  all  that  belongs  theretill. 
Some  rain,  some  rest, 
Fine  weather  isn't  always  best." 


Perhaps  my  lady  readers  have  noticed  that 
whenever  the  weather  is  disagreeable,  they  are 
always  certain  to  be  told  that  it  is  a  capital  time 
for  the  farmers.  The  other  day  we  were  stand- 
ing under  a  doorway,  sheltering  from  a  sheet  of 
rain  that  fish  might  have  swam  in,  wdien  a  gentle- 
man remarked  that  every  drop  of  it  was  worth  a 
sovereign  in  the  agricultural  districts.  It  might 
have  been  excellent  for  the  turnips ;  but  it  was 
decidedly  bad  for  hats,  which  we  observed  to 
be  as  wet  as  house-flannel,  and  extremely  inju- 
rious to  boots,  soaking  them  as  thoroughly  as 
filtering  paper. 

At  "Win Chester,  the  people  say,  that  when  it 
rains  on  St.  Swithin's  Day,  it  is  the  saint 
christening  the  little  apples.  The  apples  on  the 
bushes  are  "  discreetly  and  warily"  dipped  in  the 
falling  shower,  and  receive  their  names  of  rib- 
stone,  lemon,  or  golden  pippin,  whichever  it 
may  be. 
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Tom  Hood,  who,  as  a  married  man  and  a  great 
admirer  and  protector  of  the  sex,  had,  of  course, 
an  inveterate  dislike  to  rain}^  weather,  did  his 
utmost  to  insult  the  memory  of  the  cold  water 
saint,  by  writing  an  ode  in  his  honour. 

**  Folks  rail  and  swear  at  you  in  every  place, 
They  say  you  are  a  creature  of  no  bowel ; 
They  say  you're  always  washing  Nature's  face, 
And  that  you  then  supply  her  with  nothing  dryer 
Than  some  old  wringing  cloud  by  way  of  towel ! 
The  whole  town  wants  you  duck'd,  just  as  you  duck  it, 
They  wish  you  on  your  own  mud  porridge  supper'd — 
They  hope  that  you  may  kick  your  own  big  bucket, 
Or  in  your  water-butt  go  souse  !  heels  up'ard ! 
They  are  in  short  so  weary  of  your  drizzle, 
They'd  spill  the  water  in  your  veins  to  stop  it. 
Be  warned  !  you  are  too  partial  to  a  mizzle, 
''  Pray,  dkop  it." 

Blount,  who  is  a  matter-of-fact  and  learned 
antiquarian,  and  takes  delight  in  doing  away 
with  absurd  fallacies,  tells  us  that  the  story  of 
St.  Swithin  and  the  monks  is  all  fudge.  "  He 
was  called  the  weeping  St.  Swithin,  for  that, 
about  his  feast,  Proesepe  and  Aselli,  rainy 
constellations,  arise  cosmically,  and  commonly 
cause  rain." 
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AUGUST. 


Any  darling  wlio  dares  to  stop  in  London 
during  August  (unless  she  loves  a  Member  of 
Parliament),  ought  to  be  cut,  cut,  cut ! 

The  watering-carts  try  all  they  can  to  reduce 
the  temperature  of  the  streets ;  but  the  mind 
which  can  tamely  rest  contented  with  the  cool- 
ness of  a  watering-cart,  is  either  meanly  furnished 
or  divinely  resigned. 

We  have  an  aunt  (fine  blood ! — a  sKght  dash 
of  the  De  Cadence  fount  in  her  cherished  veins), 
who,  on  the  first  day  of  August,  regularly  drinks 
a  glass  of  salt  and  water,  to  remind  her  that  she 
should  be  at  the  sea-side. 

There  is  also  a  very  charming  story,  both 
poetical  and  originally  delicate,  told  of  the  elegant 
Lady  Lucy  Furr,  who,  as  soon  as  July  was  gone, 
would  place  a  beautiful  rose  on  each  eye,  and 
bind  them  with  a  silken  sash  tightly  to  her  fore- 
head, so  that  her  optics  at  least  might  enjoy  the 
delights  (or  rather  no  lights)  of  the  country,  and 
neither  the  threats  nor  entreaties  of  her  adoring 
parents  could  induce  her  to  remove   this   self- 
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inflicted  torture  until  transported  to  the  distant 
gardens,  where  blooming  flowers  could  refresh 
their  sister  blossom. 

When  the  Earl  of  Brute  was  told  this  anecdote, 
he  leapt  three  feet  into  the  air,  and  nearly  mur- 
dered his  valet — a  Swiss  of  humble  extraction, 
but  clever  with  the  curling  tongs. 

The  sea !  the  sea  !  how  delicious  to  think  of 
the  cool  water  and  the  white  specks  of  sails 
creeping  along  the  outer  ring  of  the  horizon — 
but,  alas !  how  sad  that  the  delicious  reverie 
should  be  destroyed  by  the  cry  of  "Dust  0  !" 

Leave  the  dust,  and  walk  the  wave -washed 
sands,  where,  as  the  foot  treads  the  moisture  flies 
with  the  pressure,  instead  of  pacing  the  London 
flag-stones,  where  the  well-pounded  dust  smokes 
up  and  around  from  the  fiery  pavement. 

Find  out  some  pleasant  little  village  nestling 
among  the  rocks,  where  fishermen  live  and  bare- 
legged children  run  about,  and  then  taste  the 
joys  of  primeval  existence  in  first  floors  at  three 
guineas  a  week;  and  listen  to  the  laughter  of 
ragged  urchins,  poor  ignorant  things,  who  con- 
sider you  mad,  because  you  wear  delicately  tinted 
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gloves,  and  pearl-powder  the  sun- scorched  tip  of 
your  noble  nose. 

Let  every  girl  bring  a  scientific  hammer  with 
her  and  study  geology ;  and  if  you  gain  no 
science  you  will  mend  the  roads  and  get  hungry, 
and  hunger  is  a  blessing  when  to  ring  the  bell 
means  to  be  served.  By  the  sad  sea  waves  come 
and  laugh.  Put  on  bathing-dresses  and  sing 
"  Rule  Britannia." 

It  is  a  charming  place,  the  rendezvous  of  the 
sands,  a  sentimental  do -as -you -like  bit  of  free 
ground.  There  are  good  sands  at  Scarborough 
or  Ventnor,  and  Torquay  is  a  pleasant  spot. 
Then,  again,  there  is  Exmouth,  where  you  can 
do  as  you  like,  or  as  others  prefer  you  to  do,  all 
to  your  fancy.  And  we  must  not  forget  Broad- 
stairs,  famous  for  famous  appetites. 

It  is  such  fun  to  be  away  from  home,  to  be 
quit  of  the  grand  house,  pinched  up  in  little 
uncomfortable  rooms,  badly  attended  to,  badly 
cooked  for,  and  badly  cheated  into  the  bargain. 
It  is  a  long  pic-nic,  a  new  life,  existence  in  a 
dressing  gown — where  fashion  is  contented  with 
a  jet  brooch,  and  full  dress  means  a  clean  collar. 
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How  fresh  and  well  you  return  to  town,  with  a 
vulgar  pink  upon  the  cheek,  which,  however 
objectionable,  may  at  least  be  destroyed  by  the 
third  evening  part}^ 

Good  health  means  a  brisk  mind,  a  cheerful 
brain,  and  love  of  the  world.  That  sweet  child, 
Ann  Homily,  was  a  martyr  to  ultra  piety,  until 
she  went  to  Broadstairs  and  lost  her  wits  in  a 
stiff  gale  N.N.E.  by  N.E.N.,  which  blew  right  in 
her  teeth  and  made  her  laugh,  and  before  bed- 
time she  had  made  a  joke,  or  asked  a  riddle,  or 
been  wicked  one  way  or  another.  When  the 
curate  called  to  see  her  the  next  day,  she  set  him 
laughing  as  well ;  so,  thank  goodness  !  her  merri- 
ment was  perfectly  orthodox. 

To  our  mind,  a  girl's  laugh  by  the  sea-side  is 
worth  ten  such  (as  big  and  round)  in  London. 
They  throw  the  fun  well  out  from  the  chest.  We 
love  girls^  laughter,  and  prefer  it  to  sparkling 
Moselle. 

They  are  kind  and  gentle,  too,  by  the  sad  sea 
wave.  When  poor  Charley  Hope  was  very  ill  at 
Ventnor,  he  made  many  friends  through  sym- 
pathy, whose  little  hands,  when  he  held  them. 


FACES    FOK    FORTUNES.  31 

seemed  to  induce  (electrically  speaking)  new  life 
into  his  thin,  wasted  form. 

He  reckoned  he  should  pass  a  bad  night  if  at 
least  ten  pretty  voices  had  not  said,  "  God  bless 
you  ! "  When,  of  a  sunny  day,  he  was  left  in  the 
warm  rays  to  hatch  him  into  strength,  the  little 
dears  would  come  and  work  around  his  invalid^s 
chair,  and  talk  like  a  choir  of  angels  about  their 
new  petticoats  and  the  last  bonnet — that  stupid, 
pleasant,  innocent  tittle-tattle,  that  was  of  no  use 
to  anybody  unless  very  ill  and  desponding. 

But  when  Charley  got  better,  and  could  answer 
them  a  bit,  they  were  frightened  away ;  it  was 
only  whilst  he  was  helpless  and  miserable  that 
the  women  were  by  his  side.  He  said  he  was 
cured  by  "  voice"  lozenges. 

Yet  there  are  desperate  men  to  be  met  with  at 
the  sea-side — curious,  unknown,  smart  men — im- 
pudent enough  to  be  heirs  to  a  throne,  but  of  too 
decided  a  vulgarity,  such  as  even  the  good  spirits 
breathed  in  with  the  salt  breeze  must  not  allow. 

Whilst  Miss  Eie  Grass,  daughter  of  Bishop 
Grass,  w^as  at  Broadstairs,  a  man,  four  feet  three 
in  height,  annoyed  her  bitterly  by  staring  in  at 
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the  parlour  window  whenever  she  sat  down  to 
tea.  One  of  the  delights  of  sea-side  life  is  to 
live  with  open  windows ;  but  this  wretch  would 
strut  backwards  and  forwards  until  she  spasmo- 
dically seized  her  teaspoon  in  self-defence. 

This  monster  persecuted  her  to  such  an  extent 
that  she  was  once  forced  to  take  refuge  in  a  hair- 
dresser's-shop.  At  last  nine  brave  girls  con- 
sented to  assist  her  with  their  moral  weight  to 
abash  the  monster.  Wherever  Rie  went  they 
protected  her,  until,  through  the  medium  of  one 
of  the  bare-legged  young  men  who  jockeyed  the 
bathing  machines,  thej^  discovered  that  the  in- 
truder was  no  other  than  Lord  Insensing,  a 
nobleman  of  vast  estates  in  Yorkshire ;  when 
such  a  scrimmage  to  make  friends  with  him  took 
place  that  Caroline  Baxter  confessed  in  the 
pastrycook's  shop  that  she  was  disgusted. 

Morning  on  the  sands  must  be  very  like  waiting 
at  the  gates  of  Paradise,  and  in  no  hurry  for  the 
opening,  through  patient  certainty  of  admittance. 
More  love  matches  have  been  coaxed  to  declara- 
tion point  through  embroidery  as  the  tide  fell, 
than  in  any  other  period  of  life. 
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All  gathered  together,  friends  at  last  by  seeing 
one  another  twenty  times  in  the  day,  these  pretty 
creatures  meet  on  the  needle-groimd  and  chatter. 
Then  up  saunter  the  hopeful  youths,  all  anxious 
to  please,  and  a  few  determined  to  succeed.  It 
ends  in  the  same  thing.  The  soft  shadows  cast 
by  the  little  hats  make  the  sweet  eyes  ten  times 
more  sparkling  than  even  eau-de-Cologne  on 
sugai'.  The  boys  come  full  of  bravery,  trusting 
in  their  powers  of  resistance ;  but  before  the  horn- 
is  passed,  the  conquerors  by  repute  are  the 
conquered  in  reality,  and  may  be  seen,  about 
luncheon  time,  meekly  following  their  individual 
queens,  carrying  the  work-basket,  parasol,  and 
camp-stool. 

To  be  a  yachting  man  implies  that  you  have  a 
boat  and  like  sailing.  Unfoiiunately,  the  posses- 
sion of  a  boat  makes  men  rough  as  boatmen,  and 
that  is  not  pretty.  "We  cannot  understand  any 
noble,  however  rich,  venturing  on  board  his 
yacht,  and  persisting  in  the  delicate  behaviour  of 
a  landsman.  He  must  take  to  biscuit  and  grog 
of  rum.     All  this  is  nasty. 

Once  a  girl  ventured  on  board  a  yacht,  and  in 
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a  little  time,  sweet  martyr,  she  was  so  poorly 
she  could  not  speak ;  and  when  the  use  of  her 
tongue  was  restored  to  her,  she  inquired  where 
she  was,  and  they  informed  her  she  was  off  the 
coast  of  Spain,  for  a  gale  had  suddenly  taken 
hold  of  the  little  boat,  and  thrown  it  miles  away 
from  home. 

The  poor  girl  cried,  and  remarked  that  she 
had  promised  to  be  home  to  tea  two  days  ago ; 
but  that  did  not  help  her  much. 

The  only  refuge  left  her  was  to  marry  Dick 
Sumpter,  who  had  played  her  this  trick,  though 
at  the  time  she  was  dreadfully  in  love  with  Mr. 
Seaward. 

This  is  a  lesson  for  girls  never  to  sail  in  yachts 
unless  Papa  or  Mamma  are  on  board. 

THE    ROIVIANCE    OF    THE    LAST   MAN   IN   TOWN. 

It  is  a  dark,  damp,  and  dismal  day,  with 
thunder  in  the  air.  Even  the  flies  seem  un- 
happy, and  have  given  over  their  aerial  qua- 
drilles. They  are  moping  on  my  finest  water- 
colour  drawing.     The  quicksilver  in  the  baro- 
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meter  is  rammed  down  tight  as  a  musket- charge, 
and  my  spirits  have  sunk  to  "  very  sad." 

I  know  as  well  as  possible  what  is  the  matter 
with  me.  I  am  simply  dying  for  want  of  country 
air.  London  is  killing  me.  My  disease  is  soon 
told  :  it  is  a  bad  attack  of  "  chimney-pots  on  the 
brain." 

What  is  there  left  for  a  poor  deserted  wretch 
to  do  ?  How  can  I  hurry  on  this  wretched  day 
to  candle  time  ?  If  I  go  to  business  in  the 
morning,  I  find  I  am  not  wanted.  I  return  home, 
and  regret  I  did  not  stay  at  business. 

I  would  pop  on  my  hat  and  go  smoke  a  cigar 
with  Tom,  but  unfortunately  he  is  at  Hastings. 
Only  yesterday  he  wrote  me  word  the  weather 
was  all  he  could  desire.  I  would  challenge 
Hariy  to  a  match  at  billiards,  but  he  is  at  Bou- 
logne. In  his  last  letter  he  mentioned  that  he 
had  never  seen  the  sun  in  finer  condition.  Dick 
is  at  Scarborough,  Will  is  in  Paris — aU  the  boys 
are  away.  Everybody  is  plunging  from  bathing- 
machines,  or  looking  through  telescopes,  or  sail- 
ing in  "  Saucy  Janes,"  or  flirting  on  the  sands. 

This  comes  of  being  a  junior  partner.     One 
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of  the  firm  must  be  "  on  the  spot,"  to  answer 
letters,  sign  cheques,  and  see  that  orders  are 
carefully  executed.  AVhilst  my  whole  heart  is 
amid  the  rippling  waves,  or  bounding  o'er  the 
yellow  sands,  I  am  ordered  to  keep  a  sharp  eye 
on  nutmegs,  and  look  closely  after  sugars.  Never 
mind!  Some  day  I  shall  have  a  junior  partner 
of  my  own,  and  Til  see  how  he  likes  being  kept 
"  on  the  spot."  In  the  meantime  the  only  con- 
solation I  can  think  of  is  to  have  shrimps  with 
my  tea,  and  fancy  I  am  at  the  sea- side. 

To  complete  my  misery,  and  make  my  solitude 
perfect,  it  unfortunately  happens  that  the  apple 
of  my  eye — if  I  may  be  permitted  to  mention  her 
thus  poetically — is  absent.  I  refer  to  my  own 
dearest  Emily,  who,  true  to  her  fashionable  in- 
stincts, has  fled  to  the  continent.  May  its  enjoy- 
ment do  her  good,  and  enable  her  to  endure  the 
fatigues  of  the  coming  season. 

I  am,  I  confess,  jealous  lest  foreign  lips  should 
dare  to  whisper  in  her  roseate  ear  the  fond  words 
which  nothing  but  an  accurate  memory  and  tho- 
rough study  of  Byron  could  have  suggested  to 
me.     Need  I  say  I  am  glad  she  is  ignorant  of  the 
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German  language,  when  I  inform  my  readers  she 
is  gone  to  Baden-Baden.  I  am  such  a  frightful 
distance  away  from  her.  Her  faithful  lover's  pro- 
tecting arm  is  useless  as  a  budding  twig.  With 
a  heart  more  than  usually  bruised  and  tender 
(her  relations  loathe  the  very  sight  of  me),  is  it 
excusable  if  I  admit  I  am  nervous  lest  Another, 
equally  versed  in  Byron  and  richer  in  specie, 
should  erase  my  image  from  her  memory,  and — 
despite  my  handsome  presents — rob  me  of  my 
small-waisted  idol. 

I  certainly  was  startled,  not  to  say  internally 
pained,  when  I  read  in  the  Morning  Post,  among 
the  fashionable  departures,  "  Mrs.  Mac  Skerrew 
and  family  for  Baden-Baden."  It  was  strange, 
most  strange.  Not  a  fortnight  since  it  had  been 
my  privilege  to  meet  the  delicious  Emily  at  a 
the  dansant,  given  by  a  mutual  friend.  I  had 
been  seated  with  her  more  than  ten  minutes  in 
the  conservatory,  and  I  had  made  what  I  consi- 
dered to  be  several  very  flattering  remarks  about 
the  bloom  on  the  roses,  and  the  enraptm-ing 
flush  on  her  heavenly  cheeks.  Love-thoughts  had 
been  whispered  backwards  and  forwards. 
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Even  during  the  busy  waltz  and  rapid  deux 
temps  I  had  not  ceased  to  pour  forth  the  essence 
of  my  over-boiling  soul.  Yet  not  a  syllable  had 
she  breathed  of  her  intended  flight  from  Albion's 
cliffs  per  rail  and  steamboat.  This  was  not  gene- 
rous, and,  to  speak  plain  English,  scarcely  what  a 
fellow  ought  to  expect,  especially  after  squeezing 
her  hand  as  I  did. 

Yet  I  could  not  blame  her.  She  is  of  noble 
birth,  educated  highly,  and  saturated  with  the 
sentiments  of  her  own  aristocratic  relations.  I 
could  not  reproach  her,  for  I  knew  her  Mamma 
hates  her  devoted  Algernon  as  a  monkey  hates 
snuff.  No  doubt  my  pure  Emily  was  bound  down 
to  secresy  by  threats  of  torture.  I  have  no  doubt 
Mrs.  Mac  Skerrew  had  vowed  to  stop  her  pocket- 
money,  or  take  away  her  best  bonnet,  if  she  dared 
to  confide  in  that  "Mincing  Lane  grocer,"  as  she 
terms  the  fond  lover  when  he  is  absent,  wickedly 
concealing  the  fact  that  I  am  wholesale. 

It  would  have  been  a  source  of  great  comfort 
if  the  sweet  and  pure  Emily  had  confided  to  her 
fond  Mace  her  address  abroad,  so  that  I  might 
have  described  to  her  the  abject  misery  of  en- 
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forced  solitude  I  was  enduring  whilst  she,  angelic 
one,  was  enjoying  herself. 

How  pleasantly  I  could  have  pictured  to  her 
my  sorrows.  How  sweet  it  would  have  been  to 
me  to  imbue  her  joyous  heart  with  my  griefs, 
until,  oppressed  as  her  own  Algernon,  she  could 
thoroughly  enter  into  my  wretched  condition  of 
mind. 

I  suppose  my  thoughtless  angel  was  too  busy 
packing  up  her  dear  boxes,  too  anxious  over  the 
smoothing  of  her  dresses,  too  engaged  over  the 
safe  transport  of  her  bonnets,  to  think  of  her 
poor  little  "  grocer "  as  she  playfully  calls  me. 
Sweet,  noble-blooded  creature ;  she  is  as  inge- 
nuous and  natural  as  the  very  lambs  we  eat — a 
darling  child  of  impulse,  yet  constant  as  the 
Eussian  to  the  Pole.  For  truthfulness  I  would 
back  her  against  a  looking-glass. 

My  greatest  enemy  (without  even  counting  my 
own  relations)  is  Mrs.  Mac  Skerrew,  the  mother 
of  my  beloved.  She  is  the  pad-lock  on  my 
church -door,  my  stone  wall,  my  bitter  cup.  She 
is  a  noble  military-looking  widow  woman,  with 
a   fine  manly  carriage,  and   replete   with   every 
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variety  of  insult.  She  resides  with  considerable 
effect  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Kussell  Square. 
Her  furniture  is  good,  and  she  jobs  a  green 
brougham  that  holds  the  whole  family  comfort- 
ably. 

Of  course,  she  dotes  on  the  aristocracy,  and 
imitates  them  as  closely  as  i6700  a  year  will  per- 
mit. Indeed,  I  believe  her  own  blood  is  far  from 
being  of  a  bad  sort,  for  I  happen  to  know  there 
has  been  a  lord  in  the  family,  because  a  relation 
of  hers  was,  some  time  or  other,  mayor  of 
London.  Such  is  her  respect  for  the  throne, 
that  on  the  Queen's  birthday  she  alwa3^s  illumi- 
nates, by  placing  six  candles  in  the  drawing-room 
windows. 

I  have  been  told  that  her  principal  objection 
to  me,  as  a  son-in-law,  is  that  I  smell  of  the  City, 
and  she  frequently  observes  that  she  loathes  the 
very  sight  of  me.  Yet,  whenever  I  have  sent  her 
opera-boxes,  or  presents  of  fish  or  game,  she  has 
invariably  revived  my  hopes  by  occupying  the 
former  and  eating  heartily  of  the  latter.  Never- 
theless, the  moment  the  marriage  question  is 
mooted,  she  speaks  of  me  with  the  most  unquali- 
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fied  disgust,  and  remarks  that  it  is  like  ray 
Mincing  Lane  impudence. 

As  I  lay  upon  my  sofa,  gazing  pensively  at  my 
window-blind,  which,  I  notice,  is  awry  and  yellow, 
I  am  forced  to  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it  is 
presumptuous  ambition  in  me  to  hope  ever  to  be 
received  into  the  fashionable  family  of  the  Mac 
Skerrews.  Nothing  short  of  a  miracle  can  obtain 
for  me  the  hand  of  my  beloved. 

0  my  Emily!  my  golden  joy!  my  brilliant, 
my  pearl ! — must  I  relinquish  thee  ?  Painful 
thought;  I  will  go  to  bed  and  ruminate. 

Next  day,  I  throw  open  my  window  and  gaze 
over  the  way.  What  a  splendid  morning !  The 
sparrows  seem  tipsy  with  the  sunshine.  Letters 
from  Tom  and  Harry,  complaining  of  the  heavy 
rains  they  have  been  enduring.  Bother  business 
during  such  weather  as  this  !  I  will  not  be  "  on 
the  spot "  to-day  whatever  may  happen.  I  will 
dedicate  the  afternoon  to  love  and  dreaming.  I 
will  thoroughly  enjoy  myself  sentimentally  by 
visiting  the  town  residence  of  the  Mac  Skerrews, 
and  gazing  upon  the  brick  front  of  that  smutty 
leasehold. 
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Three  hours  later.  Mercy!  My  eyes  have 
only  just  ceased  to  start  from  their  sockets, 
whilst  my  hair  still  prefers  standing.  The 
shock  my  nervous  system  has  experienced  will 
force  me  to  put  my  feet  into  hot  water.  Why 
— oh,  why  did  I  not  keep  my  eye  on  nutmegs, 
as  I  was  ordered,  instead  of  gazing  on  the  Mac 
Skerrew  mansion  ? 

I  have  seen  her.  Though  she  is  in  Baden- 
Baden —  perhaps  at  this  moment  staking  her 
pretty  florin  at  rouge  et  noir — I  have  seen  her 
as  plainly  as  I  see  that  my  hands  require 
washing. 

Every  window  in  the  house  was  closely  shut- 
tered. Anybody  at  a  glance  could  see  that  the 
family  was  out  of  town,  like  other  grand  folk. 
The 'parlour  wire  blinds  were  done  up  in  old 
newspapers  ;  indeed,  I  amused  myself  by  reading 
a  dreadful  murder  in  one  of  the  window-panes. 

To  the  best  of  my  memory,  I  must  have  been 
some  two  hours  staring  up  at  this  barricaded 
dwelling,  when  suddenly  I  beheld  the  shutter  of 
my  Emil/s  own  room  move — slowly,  as  if  the 
wind  had  blown  it  open.     My  agitation  increased 
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as  I  saw  an  arm,  white  as  pearlasli  in  a  moon- 
beam, flash  across  the  casement,  and  my  teeth 
chopped  together  like  a  sausage-machine  when 
the  lovely  head  and  shoulders  of  my  adored 
Emily  discovered  themselves  to  my  almost 
frenzied  vision. 

I  hung  on  the  railings  inanimate  as  a  pewter 
pot.  What  does  this  portend  ?  Have  I  seen 
her  "  fetch ^'  ?  According  to  supernatural  autho- 
rities, this  is  a  death-warning. 

Perhaps  at  this  very  moment  a  German 
undertaker  is  taking  orders  for  a  plain  funeral. 
Thwarted  love  hath  murdered  beauty  and  inno- 
cence. On  the  head  of  that  cruel  parent,  who 
severed  her  fond  hopes  from  mine,  let  the  crime 
of  her  sweet  child's  miser&hle  Jinale  for  ever  rest. 
I  resolved  to  hurry  home,  and  take  a  glass  of 
sherry,  and  at  dusk  once  more  visit  the  fearful 
spot. 

Midnight.  Although  the  weather  was  far  from 
warm,  and  a  policeman  watched  me  as  if  I  carried 
a  crowbar  instead  of  a  gold-headed  cane,  I  re- 
mained for  hours  staring  upwards  at  my  Emily's 
chamber,  anxiously  awaiting  the  second  appear- 
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ance  of  the  spectre.  Once  I  fancied  I  heard  the 
sounds  of  revelry  by  night,  in  the  shape  of  a 
piano,  with  warbling. 

My  lovely  ghost  did  not  show,  but  a  female  in 
a. battered  bonnet,  and  a  nightcap  a  la  fifteenth 
day,  carried  a  pot  of  foaming  beer  down  the  area 
steps  just  as  the  clock  struck  nine.  I  ran  after 
her,  but  she  had  vanished  before  I  could  com- 
mand her  to  stand. 

To-morrow  I  will,  though  blood  flows,  pene- 
trate into  this  mysterious  dwelling,  and  quiet 
the  manes  of  my  loved  Emily. 

Ttvo  days  aftenvards.  Devoted  love  has 
triumphed,  and  I  am  choosing  my  wedding 
waistcoat.  My  own  adored  one  is  to  wear  white 
moire  antique — very  antique,  for  it  was  once 
her  mother's.  The  family  jewels,  consisting  of 
Scotch  pebbles,  massively  set  in  sterling  silver, 
are  to  adorn  her  inimitable  person.  But  to 
explain. 

True  to  my  vow,  I  once  more  took  up  my  post 
before  the  brown  brick-house,  resolving  that  if 
the  apparition  again  showed  itself  I  would,  even 
at  the  peril  of  my  life,  address  it  kindly. 
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I  waited  patiently  until  the  muffin-bell  pro- 
claimed the  hour  of  eve.  My  patience  was 
almost  exhausted ;  indeed,  I  was  considering 
mentally  where  I  should  dine,  when  again  I 
beheld  the  female  in  the  battered  bonnet  and 
the  fifteen-day  nightcap,  carrying  beer  down  the 
area  steps. 

This  time  I  rushed  forward  and  arrested  her 
at  the  vanishing  point.  "Can  you  tell  me  when 
the  family  return  to  town,"  I  asked,  handing  her 
my  card,  on  w^hich  I  insisted  upon  scribbling, 
"  with  kind  inquiries  ?  " 

"The  family  returrun?'^  she  echoed  in  an 
Irish  accent,  and  staring  at  me  with  a  pair  of 
grey  eyes  that  for  five  minutes  never  winked. 

"  Yes,"  I  continued,  "  they  are  at  Baden-Baden, 
I  believe,  and  I  wish  to  know  when  they  return." 
The  woman  seemed  determined  not  to  under- 
stand me. 

"  Is  it  return  here,  you  mane  ?^^  she  muttered. 

"  Of  course,"  I  replied ;  "  here  !  to  this  very 
house.^' 

Turning  my  card  about  as  if  it  was  a  puzzle, 
she  pushed  open  the  kitchen  door,  and  murmur- 


46  FACES  FOE  FORTUNES. 

ing,  "  ril  just  go  ax  the  missis  when  she'll  return 
here,  for  Vm  bothered  if  I  know  about  her  heres 
or  theres,  or  anywhere  else." 

She  left  me  to  consult,  as  I  thought,  the  house- 
keeper (her  mistress),  but  I  was  to  be  soon 
undeceived.  As  I  stood  in  the  twilight  looking 
into  the  Mac  Skerrew  dusthole,  which  faced  me, 
I  heard  a  scream. 

Instinct,  and  past  experience  in  operatic  dis- 
plays, assured  me  that  it  was  the  voice  of  my 
Emily  which  thrilled  in  my  ear.  My  legs,  like 
whipped  blood-horses,  bolted  with  me.  I  was  in 
the  back  drawing-room  before  Mrs.  Mac  Skerrew 
could  say,  "  Turn  him  out !" 

Oh,  what  a  scene  !  O,  what  a  forced  confession 
was  this  disgraceful  Baden-Baden  fashionable 
humbug,  "  Morning  Post  ^'  deception  !  My  eyes 
blushed  as  they  beheld  that  aristocratic  family — 
supposed  by  all  its  Blue-book  friends  to  be  miles 
away,  drinking  the  waters  and  astonishing  the 
natives — dining  in  kitchen  style  at  a  common 
kitchen  table. 

Carpets  up,  chairs  piled  away,  and  showing 
their  thin  legs  everywhere ;  pier  glasses  covered 
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with  sheets,  the  family  portrait  by  Eubbage  pro- 
tected by  a  tattered  blanket ;  shutters  only  opened 
sufficiently  to  let  in  light  enough  to  save  candles; 
an  atmosphere  heated  by  want  of  ventilation  to 
toasting  pitch,  so  that  not  only  my  dear  Emily, 
but  also  her  accomplished  elder  sisters,  Matilda 
and  Josephine,  were  obliged  to  fan  themselves 
like  red-hot  Indians ;  and,  above  all,  Mrs.  Mac 
Skerrew — that  distinguee  and  aristocratic  lady — 
attired  as  if  she  had  been  doing  a  heavy  day's 
washing,  wringing  counterpanes,  turning  mangles, 
or  any  other  heavy  work  likely  to  disturb  a  lady's 
toilette. 

Poor  penniless  victims  of  fashion  and  absur- 
dity !  Stingy,  despicable  imitators  of  the  hcau 
monde  I  I  despised  that  tumbled  dirty  old  lady, 
who  had  sacrificed  so  much  to  ape  the  pleasures 
of  the  wealthy. 

To  gain  the  small  renown  of  being  rich 
enough  to  afford  pleasures  beyond  the  reach  of 
her  neighbours,  she  had  actually  made  prisoners 
of  her  children,  scarcely  allowing  them  light  and 
air  sufficient  for  mere  health.  That  others 
might  talk  of  her  as  one  whose  purse  was  long 
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enough  to  allow  her  to  enjoy  expensive  plea- 
sures, she  had  subjected  her  family  to  a  punish- 
ment which  the  most  rebellious  behaviour 
scarcely  deserved.  Oh,  vanity,  vanity  !  who  can 
guard  against  the  absurdity  of  your  ways  and 
the  meanness  of  your  tricks  ? 

The  first  to  speak  was  Mr.  Percy  Nailor  Mac 
Skerrew,  my  own  Emily^s  brother,  and  my  bitter 
foe  ever  since  he  forgot  to  return  me  the  two 
sovereigns  he  wanted  in  a  hurry  to  pay  a  cab. 
"  What  the  deuce,  sar,"  he  asked,  "  do  you  mean 
by  bolting  into  this  room  like  an  excited  cur 
after  a  rat  ? "  Then,  jumping  up,  and  looking 
as  pale  as  china,  he  added,  *'  If  there  is  law  in 
England " 

I  sarcastically  interposed,  "I  presume  you 
mean  in  Baden-Baden." 

Mrs.  Mac  Skerrew  at  once  saw  there  was  little 
to  gain  in  attempting  to  frighten  me  into  secresy. 
Persuasion  and  bribes  might  make  me  hold  my 
tongue,  but  threats  would  most  certainly  irritate 
me  into  exposing  the  disgusting  imposition. 

"Nailor,"  cried  the  acute  mother,  waving  the 
carving-knife  with  attempted  dignity  above  the 
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leg  of  cold  boiled  mutton,  "Percy  Xailor,  be 
prudent,  be  silent !  Mr.  Algernon  Mace  is  per- 
fectly correct — we  are  in  Baden-Baden,  and  there 
we  intend  to  remain  until  the  Court  returns  to 
London.  I  trust  to  your  honour,  sir,"  she  added, 
turning  sharply  upon  me,  "not  to  reveal  our 
secret.  Have  you  dined  ?  No  !  Then  I  trust 
you  will  join  us.  Emily,  my  dear,  your  plate  is 
the  cleanest,  pass  it  to  Mr.  Mace." 

One  glance  from  my  Emily's  blue  eye  decided 
me.  I  fetched  a  three-legged  stool  that  stood 
near  to  the  piano,  and  forced  myself,  my  affec- 
tion suggesting  self-sacrifice,  to  eat  one  slice.  A 
draught  of  water  from  a  bedi'oom  jug  assisted 
me  to  finish  my  meal. 

By  working  upon  the  solemn  fear  with  which 
I  cowed  that  proud  woman,  Mrs.  Mac  Skerrew, 
I  struck  my  bargain.  Either  I  was  to  be  blessed 
with  the  hand  of  my  Emily,  or  I  would  reveal 
the  whole  and  true  and  particular  account  of  her 
cheap  and  fashionable  trip  to  Baden-Baden,  and 
annihilate  her  and  her  aspirations  to  aristocratic 
celebrity  for  ever. 

"Go    to    him,    Emily,"    cried    the    softened 
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parent,  in  a  fainting  voice ;  "  you  must  be  the 
peace  sacrifice,  my  lamb.  Dear,  dear  !  little  did 
I  think,  when  I  saw  you  a  smiling  bable  that  you 
were  doomed  to  marry  a  grocer!" 

"  Baden-Baden ! "  I  cried,  rebelling  at  the 
insult. 

Without  noticing  me,  she  continued,  "  If  your 
brother  had  the  spirit  of  a  frog  he  could  rescue 
you  ;  but  I  know  him  ;  he  dare  not." 

"  Baden-Baden !  "  I  roared,  like  a  warrior  be- 
striding his  prostrate  foe.  "  Good  heavens ! 
madam,"  I  added,  in  a  calmer  voice,  for  my 
Emily's  fine  eye  was  imploring  me  to  be  merciful, 
"  if  your  child  was  about  to  wed  a  returned  con- 
vict, you  could  not  speak  more  insultingly. 
Your  chief  objection  seems  to  be  that  I  am  the 
junior  partner  in  a  rich  and  honourable  whole- 
sale firm,  that  imports  largely  the  dried  fruits 
and  spices  of  foreign  and  more  favoured — in  the 
sultana  and  nutmeg  line — lands.  But,  madam, 
if  that  be  a  stain  upon  my  character,  it  shall 
at  least  be  atoned  for  by  the  uprightness  and 
honesty,  not  only  of  my  cash  transactions,  but 
my  daily  course.     I  shall  be  prepared  to  listen 
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attentively  to  your  taunts  whenever  you  may 
detect  either  me  or  my  wife  acting  a  part  which 
we  have  no  right  to  assunpie,  or  sacrificing  the 
modest  enjoyments  of  our  position  to  an  assump- 
tion of  grandeur  to  which  we  have  no  right  to 
aspire,  and  which,  even  when  accomplished, 
cannot  fail  to  make  us  appear  ridiculous  and 
contemptible."  I  was  warm,  and  spoke  with 
much  high-pressure  steam. 

The  passionate  mother  scowled  at  me  for  a 
second,  and  then  screamed,  **'  I  give  you  notice, 
sir  !  I  shall  not  pay  one  single  penny  for  Emily's 
trousseau.  Take  her  as  you  find  her,  or  leave 
her  alone. ^^ 

"  Neither,"  I  continued,  determined  to  give  it 
her  whilst  she  was  in  my  power,  and  without 
noticing  her  meanness,  "neither  shall  I  teach 
yom-  daughter  to  give  such  importance  to  assumed 
grandeur  as  to  consider  it  worthy  of  a  long-acted 
lie — neither  shall  I  permit  my  wife  to  covet, 
through  the  envy  of  her  neighbours,  an  admira- 
tion which  is  valueless  because  unmerited." 

'*  Mind,  sir !  I  warn  you,"  hissed  my  mother- 
in-law  ;    "  not   one  penny   of    my  money   do   I 
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spend  on  your  wedding  breakfast.     No !     Hear 
me  swear  !     I  will  not  even  buy  the  cake  ! " 

She  was  true  to  her  word.  I  paid  the  bill 
for  the  marriage  feast,  though  Mrs.  Mac  came 
and  ate;  and  so  did  that  fashionable  young 
blade,  Percy  Nailor,  both  heartily.  He,  the 
vulgar  wretch,  not  only  devoured  ravenously, 
but  on  the  sly  pocketed  what  was  left  of  the 
dried  fruits,  though  I  am  a  grocer. 

Algernon  Mace. 

We  never  admired  Eubens's  "  Chapeau  de 
Paille "  as  an  example  of  millinery,  however 
much  we  may  have  worshipped  it  as  a  specimen 
of  the  artistes  wonderful  power  of  colouring. 

Again,  the  lady  in  the  picture  is  said  to 
be  a  portrait  of  the  great  Fleming's  wife, 
and,  of  course,  he  had  every  right,  and  it  was 
obviously  to  his  great  comfort  and  enjoj^ment, 
to  think  her  beautiful;  but,  to  our  mind,  she 
carries,  besides  her  straw  hat,  a  great  deal  too 
much  hon  point  She  is  a  kind  of  lady  that 
ought  not  to  be  trusted  too  near  the  fire, 
lest,  like  Mr.  Dickens's  negroes  in  the  Indian 
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game  of  cricket,  she  should  melt  and  disappear, 
leaving  only  a  grease  spot  to  show  where  she 
had  stood. 

Whenever  a  medical  gentleman  sees  that  pic- 
tm-e,  we  are  sure  the  first  thought  that  rises  to 
his  mind  must  he  copious  Weeding  and  a  lower- 
ing diet,  ^\e  should  say  that  Mrs.  Rubens 
invariably  ate  hotted  meats  for  breakfast,  and 
always  had  a  hot  supper  before  going  to  bed. 

But  if  we  object  to  ladies  with  a  waist  like 
the  Royal  oak,  that  is  no  reason  why  we  should 
not  admire  straw  hats.  They  have,  especially 
in  the  south  of  France,  once  more  come  into 
fashion,  and  we  are  infinitely  obliged  to  the 
Parisian  milliner  who  introduced  them,  for  they 
dress  up  a  plain  countenance  most  becomingly, 
and  have  generously  added  some  hundreds  of 
pretty  faces  to  the  immense  number  that  already 
existed. 

Swiss  women  and  haymakers  have  hitherto 
enjoyed  an  exclusive  property  in  large-brimmed 
straw  hats.  In  Switzerland,  some  of  the  brims 
are  in  circumference  as  big  as  a  coach-wheel, 
and  we  have    seen    haymakers   with    hats  that 
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would  have  done  very  well  as  carpenters'  tool- 
baskets. 

The  English  ladies,  about  ten  years  ago,  were 
slightly  lunatic  on  the  subject  of  broad-brimmed 
hats;  or,  to  use  the  professional  name  recog- 
nised by  bonnet  builders,  the  "  Leghorn  flops." 
Being  too  enthusiastic  to  be  moderate,  the  pretty 
mad  thmgs  went  in  for  the  new  fashion  so  exten- 
sively, that  they  refused  to  be  pacified  unless 
permitted  to  carry  on  their  heads  an  ornament 
scarcely  larger  than  a  moderately- sized  umbrella. 
"We  can  understand  the  fine  feelings  of  the 
mother  of  a  family  in  preferring  to  wear  a  copious 
hat.  In  the  first  place,  she  could  spread  it  like 
a  family  roof,  and  cover  her  children  with  it,  as 
a  hen  nestles  her  chicks ;  thus  keeping  them 
not  only  under  her  eye,  but  also  under  her 
Leghorn  flop. 

Again,  in  wet  weather,  she  could  economise 
the  household  expenses,  for  instead  of  wasting 
money  in  cabs  or  omnibuses,  she  could  keep 
them  safe  and  dry  by  turning  her  back  to  the 
rain,  and  covering  her  little  delicate  ones  with 
the  fashionable  thatch. 
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Tlie  principal  reason  why  these  straw  hats 
were  so  extensively  patronised  was,  we  pre- 
sume, not  exactly  as  a  protection  against  the 
sun,  but  simply  because  they  were  becoming. 
They  formed  a  kind  of  glory  round  the  face,  and 
made  a  tawny  background  that  "  threw  out "  the 
whiteness  of  the  skin  and  the  colour  of  the 
hair.  Old  ladies  wore  them,  because  when  seen 
from  behind,  the  hat  imparted  a  youthful  ap- 
pearance, and  gave  to  the  aged  matron  the  giddy 
frolicsome  air  of  the  young  girl  of  sixteen.  The 
deception  was,  we  remember,  very  perfect,  and 
ought,  we  considered,  to  have  been  prohibited  by 
the  most  stringent  laws. 

In  France,  they  did  not  then  understand  the 
true  theory  of  these  straw  hats.  During  the 
Queen's  visit  to  Paris,  several  sweet  young  ladies 
made  their  appearance  on  the  Boulevards,  wearing 
for  the  first  time  in  that  country  this  extensive 
head-dress.  Everybody  turned  to  look,  asto- 
nished by  the  majesty  and  grace  of  the  wearers. 

The  polite  nation  was  thunderstruck  by  the 
high-jinks  of  the  costume,  more  especially  when 
their  inquiring  gaze  was  answered  by  the  dangling 
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front  of  the  brim  being  pulled  down  with  a  string, 
like  a  blind,  hiding  the  countenance  as  com- 
pletely as  if  a  lid  had  been  put  over  it.  We  were 
in  Paris  on  that  memorable  festival  of  the  al- 
liance, and  having  occasion  to  speak  two  words  of 
French,  we  were  instantly  recognised  as  an  Eng- 
lishman, when  a  thousand  questions  were  ad- 
dressed to  us  as  to  what  the  new  costume  meant. 
We  could  only  explain  away  the  wonder  by 
replying  that  the  English  were  much  given  to 
pic-nics,  and  that  on  such  occasions  they  inva- 
riably made  use  of  their  children's  head-gear  as 
a  substitute  for  a  tea-table. 

Although  these  straw  hats  are  exceedingly 
becoming  to  most  young  ladies,  yet  we  think 
that  government  should  (as  the  fashion  is  about 
to  be  revived)  in  some  degree  restrict  their  di- 
mensions,  as  Government,  in  former  days,  re- 
stricted the  length  of  the  pointed  toe  to  the  shoe. 
We,  ten  years  since,  saw  two  of  the  "flops"  stuck 
fast  in  the  narrow  passage  of  Little  Turnstile, 
Holborn.  It  was  a  most  distressing  sight,  and 
reminded  us  of  two  cabs  we  had  seen  a  few 
hours  before,  similarly  situated  in  Wych  Street. 
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Tliey  impeded  the  thoroughfare  for  at  least  five 
minutes,  and  collected  together  such  a  crowd  that 
it  was  a  mercy  nobody's  pocket  was  picked. 

Suppose  a  statute  of  limitations  were  brought 
forward,  by  which  it  should  be  ordained  that,  at 
the  age  of  twelve,  the  diameter  of  the  brim 
should  not  exceed  more  than  six  times  that  of 
the  waist,  and  that,  at  the  age  of  sixty,  the  size 
of  the  "  flop "  should  not  be  greater  than  the 
aged  wearer  could  clear  at  a  jump.  We  think 
such  a  sliding  scale  would  perfectly  meet  the 
exigences  of  the  case. 

It  is  said  that  St.  Clement  is  the  patron  Saint 
of  hatters,  because  he  first  discovered  felt ;  and 
in  Catholic  countries  hatters  hold  their  festival 
on  his  day.  His  invention  was  an  accidental 
one,  through  his  having  for  comfort's  sake,  poor 
old  fellow !  placed  some  wool  between  his  sandals 
and  the  soles  of  his  feet,  which  the  pressure  and 
motion  of  walking  worked  into  a  compact  ma- 
terial. Thus  did  extremes  meet,  the  sole  of  the 
foot  originating  the  shelter  for  the  crow^n  of  the 
head.  Some  of  our  greatest  discoveries  are  due 
to  the  most  insignificant  causes,  as,  for  instance. 
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the  hatching  machine,  which  owes  its  origin  to 
the  simple  fact  of  a  Dutch  lady,  who  wore  nine 
flannel  petticoats,  having  forgotten  to  empty 
some  eggs  out  of  her  side  pocket. 

We  cannot  help  but  think  that  St.  Clement, 
and  indeed  for  the  saint's  sake  we  cannot  help 
hut  hope,  that  St.  Clement  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  patronizing  of  ladies'  hats.  To  be 
the  presiding  genius  over  a  manufactory  of  billy- 
cocks is  but  a  simple  responsibility,  but  the 
idea  of  forcing  an  unfortunate  saint,  because  he 
happens  to  have  originated  felt,  to  extend  his 
protection  over  the  millions  of  milliners  who 
devote  their  labours  to  the  designing  of  impudent 
hats  and  their  saucy  trimmings,  is  merely  to 
insult  the  calendar,  and  to  take  advantage  of 
a  disposition  which  must  truly  be  heavenly  to 
put  up  with  such  impertinence. 

The  sight  of  the  last  new  thing  in  hats  always 
fills  us  with  wonderment.  In  the  first  place  we 
are  annoyed,  not  only  that  any  brazen-faced  minx 
could  have  thought  of  so  outrageous  a  monstrosity, 
but  that  she  should  actually  expect  any  modest- 
minded  darling  to  place  such  a  bold  thing  on  her 
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head ;  and  afterwards  we  are  flung  back  into  the 
lowermost  depths  of  wonder  to  find  the  meek- 
eyed  bashful  pets,  not  only  flaunting  abroad  with 
the  saucy  hats  in  full  show,  but  actually  very 
proud  of  their  purchases ;  and,  above  all,  0  won- 
derful !  looking  especially  pretty  and  attractive 
in  their  insolent  finery. 

There  is  no  courage  in  the  world  so  great  as 
that  of  a  woman  buying,  or  rather  wearing,  a 
new  hat  or  bonnet.  She  will  select  something 
or  other,  that  to  the  sedate  mind  looks  fearfully 
like  a  mobbing  matter.  Whilst  the  effeminate 
male  is  trembhng  over  the  imaginary  conse- 
quences of  any  reckless  creature  daring  to  walk 
abroad  with  such  a  "  thing  "  on  her  head,  she  in 
her  manly  breast  is  only  thinking  over  the 
enormous  effect  her  new  selection  will  create, 
the  jealousy  it  will  cause,  and  the  compliments 
it  will  bring.  A  very  intimate  friend  of  ours 
— worth  thousands,  but  diseased  (heart) — is  so 
nervous  on  the  subject  of  his  wife's  new  hats  and 
bonnets,  that  whenever  his  elegant  and  charming 
lady  makes  a  new  purchase  he,  without  her 
knowledge,  orders  all  his  footmen,  armed  with 
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the  best  dinner  knives,  to  follow  their  mistress, 
and  see  that  she  meets  with  no  violence  from 
a  justly  incensed  multitude  ! 

The  Spanish  cavalier  hat  (felt  and  feathers)  was 
a  sweet  thing  and  highly-becoming  to  a  lady  of 
thirty,  but  on  the  head  of  a  delicate  kitten  the 
effect  produced  by  the  broad  felt  rim  was  too 
crushing,  and  gave  one  the  idea  of  slovenly 
habits  and  headaches. 

The  George  the  Second  low-crowned  hat,  in 
silken  nap  of  bright  colours,  with  a  red  velvet 
bow  in  front,  commanded  a  good  success  and 
imparted  a  rakish  appearance  to  the  charming 
wearer,  as  though  she  had  borrowed  it  from  Love- 
lace for  a  bit  of  fun.  As  a  rule,  we  object  to  ladies 
dressing-up  in  manly  fashion,  they  look  too  en- 
couraging. 

The  turban  was  the  most  saucy  hat  ever  in- 
troduced, and  created  a  great  sensation  all  over 
Europe.  It  was  pert  and  becoming.  But  like 
many  other  good  things,  it  was  destroyed  by  its 
success.  After  electrifying  Belgravia  it  thrilled 
St.  Giles.     The  little  boys  nick-named  it  "  The 
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pork  pie,"  and  the  city  clerks  christened  it  the 
"  Come  kiss  me/'  Of  course,  after  this  degra- 
dation no  lady  of  pretensions  had  courage  enough 
to  he  seen  in  the  common  things,  though  it  was 
a  sad  pity,  for  the  pretty  oval  faces  and  the  nicely 
dressed  back  hair  really  looked  delicious  under 
the  impudent  little  turban  hats.  The  "coal- 
heaver  "  and  the  Glengarry  hats  were  both  mis- 
takes, and  we  would  rather  not  describe  them. 

We,  a  few  seasons  back,  beheld  at  Scarborough 
the  boldest  idea  ever  attempted  in  hats,  and  the 
wearer  of  it  must  have  been  a  girl  of  uncommon 
courage,  and  should  have  been  immediately  sent 
to  a  lighthouse  on  a  rocky  coast,  to  rescue  crews 
and  perform  prodigies  of  valour. 

We  remember  that  for  the  entire  afternoon 
everybody  was  inquiring  who  that  brazen  crea- 
ture was.  It  turned  out,  fortunately  for  her, 
that  she  was  of  excellent  family  and  rather  rich, 
or  nothing  could  have  saved  her  character. 
*  This  bold  young  lady  actually  wore  a  velvet 
jockey's  hat,  such  a  one  as  George  Fordham 
wears,  a  fast,  racing,  winner  of  the  Derby 
cap,  with  a  large   peak  in   front   and   a  tassel 
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on  the  crown.  Her  countenance  was  particularly- 
prepossessing,  and  she  dressed  her  back  hair 
tightly  coiled  up  like  a  lovely  snake,  and  the  neck 
was  slender  and  creamy.  Therefore  she  carried 
her  cap  with  a  fine  effect,  though  that  is  saying 
but  little,  because  even  a  cocked  hat  would  have 
•looked  well  on  such  a  sweet  head. 

A  gentleman  connected  with  the  turf  wrote  a 
poem  containing  an  offer  of  marriage,  in  praise  of 
this  beauty,  and  a  very  handsome  trainer  in  a 
racing  stable  sent  six  declarations  of  love  through 
the  post,  but  neither  of  these  suitors,  though  they 
thrashed  each  other  badly,  was  honoured  with  an 
acceptance. 

A  very  pretty  maidenly — though  perhaps  a 
trifle  too  sickly — hat  was  that  christened  by  the 
milliners  "  The  Villager,"  a  neat  little  straw  ar- 
rangement with  poppies,  wheat,  barley  and  blue 
field  flowers  bunched  together  in  front.  There 
was  a  modesty  about  this  hat  which  soothed  the 
turbulent  heart  of  man,  the  first  idea  on  behold- 
ing it  being  that  the  bright-eyed  creature  who 
wore  it  was  fresh  from  the  country,  where  her 
chaste  heart  had  never   been   disturbed  by  the 
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outpourings  of  wicked  deceivers,  where  the  songs 
of  the  birds  and  the  breath  ''of  the  flowers  had 
been  her  only  delights.  "  The  Villager ''  lasted 
for  two  seasons,  and  many  an  impertinent  minx 
profited  by  it  to  pass  herself  off  as  the  meekest 
of  lambs. 

The  Polish  hat,  with  a  thin  border  of  minever, 
was  pretty,  and  so  was  the  Corsican,  with  its 
warm  curly  Astracan,  and  also  the  Canadian  of 
glossy  seal-skin.  These  are  winter  hats  and  par- 
ticularly becomi'Qg,  their  onty  drawback  being 
their  high  price,  a  fault  which,  although  it  ren- 
ders them  as  presents  the  more  acceptable,  is 
nevertheless  rather  disagreeable  to  the  purchaser, 
however  deeply  enamoured. 

Those  very  unpleasant  bonnetj;  which  last  year 
made  their  appearance  in  London,  the  spoon- 
shaped  or  horse-collar  bonnet,  did  great  harm. 
They  were  painfully  ugly.  The  enormous  bundle 
of  flowers  thrust  into  the  hollow  space  above  the 
parting  in  the  hair,  reminded  one  of  tufts  of  straw 
poked  into  broken  panes  to  keep  out  the  wind.  The 
moral  results  of  these  absurd  bonnets  have  not  yet 
been  properly  appreciated.      Some  day  we  shall 
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suffer  sadly  for  our  sins  in  allowing  such  things 
to  have  disgraced  the  heads  of  our  dear  wives 
and  daughters,  for,  encouraged  by  the  patient 
manner  in  which  the  spoon  shapes  were  tole- 
rated, some  demon  milliner  will  presently  drive 
mankind  to  madness  with  an  inspired  monstro- 
sity which  will  end  in  a  domestic  revolution. 

Those  saucy-looking  bonnets  that  rested  on 
the  back  of  the  head  with  scarcely  more  to  hang 
on  by  than  a  dwarfed  groom  behind  a  cab,  were 
excessively  becoming,  for  they  allowed  us  to  see 
the  entire  extent  of  the  white  parting  that,  like  a 
path,  led  up  to  the  flowers  wreathing  in  the  face. 
Nothing  is  more  beautiful  to  look  at  than  a  lady^s 
hair.  The  broad  smooth  bands  shine  with  a  soft 
brilliance  that  makes  even  a  new  hat  look  dim 
as  a  night-light  next  a  house  on  fire.  But  these 
small  bonnets  were  dangerous;  and  the  same 
feeling  which  prompted  society  to  forbid  loaded 
fire-arms  being  carried  in  the  streets,  also  rose  up 
against  the  cruel  tantalism  of  allowing  too  much 
of  the  female  head  to  be  exposed  to  view. 

To  be  avenged,  the  English  ladies  resorted  to 
the  desperate  alternative  of  hiding  their  faces 
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altogether,  under  broad-brimmed  Leghorn  flops. 
The  man  in  the  iron  mask  is  nothing  compared 
to  the  young  girl  in  a  monstrous  straw  hat.  You 
cannot  even  see  her  eyes,  and  you  could  his. 
They  were  of  a  light  green  colour. 


SEPTEMBER. 


The  month  of  September  always  puts  us  in 
mind  of  a  splenr^id  woman  of  about  thirty-three, 
which  is  equivalent  to  saying  that  we  admire  the 
month  excessively.  It  is  a  fine  generous  month 
and  fall  of  beauty,  a  luxurious  fully  developed 
month,  the  perfection  of  the  year.  Just  a  leaf  or 
two  has  changed  its  tint,  the  greens  in  the  fields 
and  woods  are  losing  their  brilliance,  the  longest 
da}"  has  passed,  the  year  will  get  worse  and 
worse  until  that  disgusting  white  winter  ends 
the  romance  of  sunshine. 

Many  young  ladies  have  in  our  hearing,  fer- 
vently wished  that  they  could  always  remain  at 
eighteen,  but  to  our  fancy  (and  Eubens  was  of 
the  same  opinion),  a  fine  creature  of  thirty-three 
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is  the  perfection  of  womankind.  The  only  pos- 
sible objection  to  her  is  that  next  year  she  will 
be  thirty-four. 

The  month  of  September  is  delicious  every- 
where, excepting  in  towns  decorated  with  more 
than  two  thousand  chimneys.  It  is  a  sea- side, 
countrified,  high-feeding  month,  very  pleasant 
and  lazy,  for  even  the  farmers  have  nothing  to 
do.  That  big  ugly  London  looks  as  empty  as 
a  town  to  let,  as  if  the  few  parched  bilious 
dust-choked  creatures  who  wander  through  the 
deserted  streets  had  been  left  behind  to  look 
after  the  place  until  the  next  tenants  were  ready 
to  receive  the  keys.  The  upper  ten  thousand  are 
at  their  country  palaces  living  like  jolly  auto- 
crats in  even  greater  state  than  during  the  town 
season ;  the  middle  seventy  thousand  are  hiring 
bathing  machines  and  collecting  sea- weeds,  eating 
enormous  luncheons  and  reading  novels,  flirting, 
singing  and  laughing. 

A  good  country-house  is  far  from  a  bad  sort  of 
a  place  during  September.  It  is  a  deuced  plea- 
sant thing  to  have  a  fine  garden  always  awaiting 
your  pleasure,  and  to  trot,  say  three  nice  girls 
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about  the  gi'ounds,  every  now  and  then  YisitiDi:f 
the  peach  walk,  and  selecting  the  finest  fruit  for 
the  greedy  little  wretches. 

There  are  two  things  that  girls  are  always 
greedy  for — fruit  and  fish.  To  watch  a  pretty 
thing  devouring  a  ripe,  sun-toasted,  velvet-skinned 
peach,  and  observe  the  juice  running  down  the 
corners  of  her  mouth,  and  dropping  on  to  her 
bosom,  is  a  singularly  imposing  spectacle.  There 
is  a  wildness  in  the  eye,  and  a  savageness  in  the 
mouth,  that  are  fearfully  prepossessing. 

One  of  the  nicest  girls  that  ever  walked  up 
to  an  altar,  Lilly  White,  secured  a  thorough 
nobleman  through  stealing  peaches.  She  was 
so  fond  of  them,  darling  glutton,  that  everj^ 
morning  before  anybody  was  down  to  breakfast 
she  would  creep  slily  into  my  Lord  Creeket's 
grounds,  and  revel  on  six  or  seven  of  the  de- 
licious fruit.  His  Lordship  happened  to  have 
a  madness  for  perfumes,  and  was  perfectly 
astounded  to  find  that  whenever  he  wished  his 
charming  guest  his  usual  matutinal  salute  of 
"  How  dee  doo,"  her  breath  was,  as  she  replied, 
temptingly    fragrant    of   the    peach.       This    so 
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prej'ed  upon  his  mind  that,  feeling  convinced 
that  no  other  woman  could  he  hlessed  with  so  rare 
a  quality,  he  spoke  to  the  dear  little  thief's  parents, 
and  in  a  fortnight  he  had  executed  the  usual  set- 
tlements. And  fortunately  for  Lilly  he  was  onl}' 
just  in  time,  for  peaches  were  fast  going  out,  and 
in  another  week  his  adored  one  would  most  pro- 
hahl}'  have  heen  purloining  the  apples,  the  scent 
of  which  always  gave  his  Lordship  headaches. 

At  all  the  sea-side  places  the  landladies  make 
a  point  of  douhling  the  rent  for  apartments 
during  September.  Tliey  will  on  the  first  of  the 
month  tap  at  your  door  and  inform  you  that  for 
the  next  three  weeks  the  drawing-rooms  will  be 
seven  instead  of  six  guineas  a  week.  It  is  of  no 
use  to  grumble,  it  is  the  immutable  law  of  lodg- 
ings and  must  be  endured.  If  you  leave,  the 
vacant  rooms  are  let  Avithin  an  hour,  so  enormous 
is  the  rush  from  London.  At  Lowestoft  there  is 
not  room  to  squeeze  in  even  a  smiling  baby,  and 
the  landlady  and  family  sleep  like  money-making 
martyrs  on  the  kitchen-table.  If  you  were  to 
leave  an  umbrella  all  night,  you  would  in  the 
morning  be  charged  for  its  bed  and  breakfast. 
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Hastings  is  too  warm,  and  the  invalids  too 
numerous.  Torquay-  is  about  as  agreeable  as 
trying  to  be  merry  in  a  baker's  oven,  and  none 
but  fire-kings  should  try  the  experiment.  Ex- 
mouth  has  a  fine  air,  but  is  dreary,  and  its 
sea-waves  are  sad.  Brighton,  of  course,  is  dis- 
gusting, and  as  much  out  of  season  as  hares  in 
March.  At  Ventnor  there  is  too  much  coughing 
for  any  tender-hearted  creature  to  enjoy  a  visit. 
Matlock  is  lovely,  but  inland,  and  its  waters 
being  highly  recommended  for  the  use  of  gouty 
patients,  we  need  not  say  that  the  company  is 
cross  and  hobbles.  Buxton  is  famous  for  its 
"waters,  but  they  again  flow  from  the  pump,  and  it 
is  affirmed  by  everybody  holding  property  in  the 
neighbourhood,  that  numerous  cures  have  been 
e^'ected,  in  cases  of  rheumatism,  by  the  use  of  its 
baths  and  chalybeate  springs ;  but  though  the 
afflicted  come  and  go,  the  only  cures  we  have 
ever  heard  of  are  those  where  the  patients  have 
been  thoroughly  cured  of  their  folly  in  trusting 
to  so  hopeless  a  remedy.  Scarborough  is  a  pretty 
X)iace,  and  cool,  but  if  you  have  already  been 
there  and  would  rather  not  renew  the  visit,  try 
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sweet  Lynton.  We  predict  that  in  a  few  years 
Lynton  will  be  the  rage.  Now  is  the  time  to 
buy  it. 

Yes,  September  is  a  delicious  month,  where- 
ever  you  may  be.  Let  us  suppose  that  Captain 
Love  is  staying  with  a  dear  and  rich  friend,  whose 
domestic  circle  is  illuminated  by  the  dazzling 
beauty  of  three  amiable  daughters.  In  the 
morning — the  shes,  in  pretty  cotton  dresses  (the 
sweetest  of  all  attire),  starched  and  crisp,  and  he 
in  a  shooting  coat  of  faultless  cut — they  go  black- 
berrying,  or  rather  they  make  the  searching  for 
that  luscious  fruit  an  excuse  for  loitering  in  lanes 
laughing  and  talking  rubbish.  When  Marion 
discovers  a  fine  black  specimen,  her  sisters  push 
and  slap  her  with  consummate  grace,  and  all  want 
to  eat  the  choice  specimen. 

There  is  the  most  enchanting  screaming  over  a 
poor  frog,  and  a  comforting  display  of  little  boots 
skipping  out  of  the  way.  A  frisky  cow  capering 
along  the  hedge  side  allows  the  gallant  captain  a 
fine  chance  of  being  valliant,  and  affords  him  the 
gratification  of  being  clung  to  and  addressed  in 
terms  that  are    affectionately  entreatincf.      Pre- 
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sently  Barbai-a,  who  is  giddy,  cliase&  a  butterfly, 
and  after  a  five  minutes  run  and  no  kill,  returns 
with  her  bonnet  dangling  on  her  shoulders,  and 
her  beautiful  hair  tumbling  down  her  back. 

But  it  is  for  the  demure  and  tidy  Tilda,  the 
girl  who  would  make  any  man  a  good  wife,  the 
little  housekeeper,  the  clever  thing  who  can  make 
her  needle  all  but  speak,  it  is  for  Tilda  that  the 
darling  Captain  Love  reserves  his  choicest  atten- 
tions. He  gathers  ferns  for  her.  He  whispers 
in  her  ear  when  the  sisters  are  off  on  their 
pranks.  Tilda  has  fifteen  thousand  pounds  left 
her  by  an  aunt,  because  she  is  so  good. 

The  Captain  is  short  of  money,  and  sees  no 
chance  of  increasing  the  stature  of  his  cash 
balances,  but  he  is  very  handsome.  That  sharp 
discounter,  Lewis  Salmon,  Esq.,  would  not  lend 
the  splendid  fellow  five  pounds  even  if  he  could 
have  his  splendid  eyes  and  straight  nose  in  pawn 
for  that  small  amount,  but  the  gentle  Tilda  is 
ready  and  willing  to  pay  all  her  fortune  for  the 
dehght  of  making  those  whiskers  her  own.  She 
— you  may  be  sure — will  succeed,  and  all  through 
the    sympathetic    effects   which    arise   from    the 
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month  of  September  and  country  lanes.  It  is 
the  best  month  in  the  year. 

We  had  forgotten  to  mention  one  of  the 
grandest  enjoyments  of  September.  The  part- 
ridge, a  lovely  blessing  with  fried  bread  crmnbs, 
adorns  this  sumptuous  month. 

A  fat  man,  who  is  no  sportsman,  has  favoured 
us,  against  our  will,  with  the  following  absurd 
communication.  We  disagree  with  him,  but 
print  his  idiotcy. 

THE    GROAN    OF    A    GRUMBLER. 

Nature  never  intended  me  to  be  a  sporting 
character,  for  I  w^as  born  fat  and  I  have  since 
grown  fatter,  so  that  picking  uj)  a  pin  causes 
specs  to  float  before  my  eyes,  and  v/arns  me  that 
I  am  subject  to  blood  to  the  head.  I  am  also 
excessively  nervous — indeed,  I  dislike  looking  at 
guns,  much  less  handling  them.  When  I  hear 
the  door  bang  to,  I  jump  and  utter  a  plaintive 
sound. 

Besides,  I  am  so  lethargic,  I  am  at  times, 
strange  to  say,  disgusted  with  myself.  My  bill 
for  slippers  is  something  frightful  by  the  end  of 
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the  year,  and  I  am  at  my  sixth  arm-chair,  and 
that  is  worn  out. 

Once  I  got  up  "  with  the  lark,"  to  say  farewell 
to  a  dear  friend  who  was  starting  for  India,  and, 
of  course,  I  was  too  late,  though  I  dressed  by 
candlehght.  For  weeks  afterwards  I  was  so 
unwell,  that  I  registered  a  solemn  vow,  never, 
though  I  lived  as  long  as  a  toad,  to  be  called 
before  half- past  nine. 

When  hunting-men  boast  to  me  of  having 
been  in  the  saddle  all  day,  I  am  horrified  that 
rational  beings,  with  comfortable  sofas  in  their 
houses,  should  submit  themselves  to  such  misery. 
I  have  known  my  friends  to  return  home,  after  a 
heavy  day's  shooting,  so  thoroughly  exhausted 
that  their  legs  quivered  as  if  expiring,  and  any 
intelligent  policeman  would  have  sworn  they  were 
intoxicated.  It  has  been  a  painful  surgical 
operation  to  remove  their  heavy  boots,  such  has 
been  the  groaning  and  moaning. 

Then  I,  calm  and  refreshed  by  the  comfort  of 
my  easy  day,  have  pitied  them ;  and  gazing  on 
the  piled-up  game,  the  golden-brown  heap  of 
pheasants,  partridges,  and  hares  that  covered  the 
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kitchen  table,  I  have  been  astounded  that  reason- 
ing men  should  toil  so  greedily  to  obtain  what 
was  not  only  beyond  their  wants,  but  beyond 
their  use.  I  disliked  that  gluttonous  robbery  of 
Nature's  larder;  it  appeared  to  me  more  like 
extermination  than  sport.  Who  was  to  eat  that 
mound  of  delicate  food?  Why  not  have  per- 
mitted the  poor  things  to  pass  a  few  more  hours 
in  their  pleasant  fields  and  get  a  little  plumper, 
instead  of  condemning  them  before  their  time  to 
hang  by  their  legs  from  a  hook  ? 

All  this  sympathy  arises,  of  course,  from 
the  fact  that  I  am  fat  and  lazy,  and  no  sports- 
man. 

I  never  knew  but  one  angler,  and  he  had  been 
three  times  thwarted  in  love,  and  preferred  being 
by  himself,  sulking  leisurely  over  his  misfortunes. 
He  wore  india-rubber  boots,  and  liked  standing 
in  the  water.  Our  acquaintance  commenced  bj^ 
my  offering  him  a  bottle  of  rheumatism  stuff. 
His  cap  was  stuck  all  over  with  artificial  flies,  and 
looked  as  untidy  as  if  he  had  used  his  wide-awake 
for  a  night- cap,  and  slept  on  a  pillow  that  leaked 
its  feathers. 
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To  see  that  mournful  solitarian  lashing  his  rod 
about  as  if  he  were  driving  a  coach  and  six, 
affected  me  so  deeply  that  I  frequently  inquired 
after  his  health.  In  reply,  he  would  scowl,  and 
say  I  frightened  the  fish. 

I  consider  a  /  fox-hunter  to  be  a  man  of 
superabundant  energy  wrongly  directed,  who 
wants  an  excuse  for  hard  riding.  I  consider  a 
sportsman  to  be  a  man  who  is  proud  of  his  eye- 
sight, and  prefers  walking.  I  consider  an  angler 
to  be  a  man  fond  of  standing  still.  To  the  two 
first,  dogs  are  essential ;  the  last  merely  requires 
flies,  feathers,  and  worms. 

As  I  have  said  before,  I  am  no  sportsman,  and 
now  I  have  proved  my  words.  Besides,  I  con- 
sider fox-hunting  a  sport  degrading  from  its 
uselessness ;  it  begins  with  breeding  foxes  and 
ends  with  killing  them.  I  consider  it  to  be 
merely  an  excuse  for  hard  riding  and  cruelty  to 
horses.  I  also  beg  to  assert,  that  for  every  ten 
madmen  who  follow  the  hounds  from  a  real 
love  of  its  dangerous  excitement,  there  are  fifty 
who  are  captivated  by  the  vanity  of  the  costume 
and  the  desire  to  be  considered  daring. 
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Some  years  ago  I  was  invited  by  my  intimate 
friend  Sir  Martin  Aldridge,  to  spend  a  few  weeks 
during  the  hunting  season  at  his  magnificent 
box — why  call  it  a  box? — near  the  Upsan  Downs. 
It  was  foolish  of  me  to  accept  the  invitation, 
for,  as  you  already  know,  I  abominate  foxes  and 
those  who  chase  them ;  indeed,  I  remember  I 
made  myself  very  objectionable  by  expressing 
myself  rather  insultingly  concerning  the  sport, 
and  everything  and  everybody  engaged  in  it. 

I  never  passed  such  a  miserable  fortnight  in 
my  life.  I  was  continually  being  dragged  away 
from  the  comfortable  fireside  to  walk  through  the 
stables  and  look  at  the  "  tits."  I  was  made  to 
pass  between  rows  of  spiteful-looking  horses,  that 
whisked  their  tails  and  lifted  their  hind  legs  as 
I  carefully  sidled  past.  I  was  perpetually  pes- 
tered with  inquiries  as  to  what  I  thought  of  this 
tit's  forehand,  that  tit's  finely  drawn  barrel,  or 
whether  I  considered  the  other  tit  carried  its 
food  well,  or  if  its  tail  was  put  on  properly.  In 
truth,  I  had  to  peril  my  life  regularly  every 
morning  to  oblige  men  I  had  never  seen  before, 
by  staring  at  savage  bangtails  that  I  never  wanted 
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to  see  again.  And  this  determined  cruelty  was 
practised  on  a  man  who  openly  confessed  he  did 
not  know  a  horse  from  a  hand- saw. 

Although  these  gentlemen  hunted  regularly 
together,  and  must  of  course  have  known  all  the 
particulars  of  their  chase,  yet  nothing  pleased 
them  (or  bored  me)  more  than  to  kill  their  fox 
"again.  I  have  sat  for  hours  listening  to  de- 
scriptions of  how  they  drew  Pinnock^s-wood,  and 
then  drew  Mavor's-wood,  and  found  in  Passton 
Gorse,  and  at  last  had  a  check  in  Jones's  field. 

They  called  each  other's  attention  to  a  certain 
vixen,  or  some  particular  dog-fox,  and  spoke  of 
it  in  the  highest  terms.  The  hounds  they 
knew  intimately,  and  loved  fondly ;  now  raving 
about  Ehapsody  or  Ringwood,  now  betting  ten- 
pound  notes  as  to  whether  Tuner  was  faster  than 
Dauntless,  and  quarrelling  intensely  as  to 
whether  Dairymaid  was  a  fifth  or  sixth  season 
hound. 

What  with  their  dogs  and  their  horses  it  was 
like  living  in  a  kennel,  with  a  stable  for  a 
retiring  room.  I  actually  heard  one  gentleman 
declare  he  rather  liked  the  smell  of  foxes. 
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I  confess  I  prefer  your  gun-carrying  to  your 
horse-riding  sportsmen.  They,  at  least,  have 
something  to  show  for  their  day's  labour.  Roast 
partridge,  with  bread  -  sauce  and  fried  bread- 
crumbs, is  a  pretty  dish,  and  grouse,  of  course, 
means  happiness.  But  I  wish  I  could  persuade 
gentlemen  to  restrict  the  use  of  gunpowder  to 
firing  "  for  the  pot."  I  know  it  is  considered  a 
degrading  thing  for  a  man  to  kill  merely  for  the 
sake  of  his  day's  food;  but  I  mean  to  say, 
though  I  am  scouted  for  my  opinion,  that  when 
the  dinner  is  provided  life  should  be  spared. 

I  have  passed  some  very  happy  days  at  the 
residence  of  a  gentleman,  whose  friendship  is  a 
delight  and  boast  to  me  (his  card  is  always  con- 
spicuous on  my  drawing-room  table),  I  refer  to 
Sir  Joseph  Manton.  Blessed  as  he  is  with  a 
female  family  unsurpassed  for  their  attractions, 
consoled  by  the  presence  of  a  maiden  sister 
whose  society  is  most  refreshing,  how  anxiously 
did  I  look  forward  to  the  first  of  September, 
when  I  should  answer  the  elegant  invitation, 
signed  with  the  usual  "  Matilda.-" 

Invidious  fate   has  robbed  me  of  my  Tilda; 
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but  when  I  die  a  locket  will  be  found  next  m}- 
heart,  suspended  from  my  neck  by  a  piece  of 
black  shoe-ribbon,  and  within  that  locket  lies, 
curled  in  a  flourished  design,  as  lovely  a  snip- 
ping of  pale  yellow  hair  as  ever  grew  near  an 
angeFs  left  ear. 

My  worthy  friend  Sir  Joseph  was  a  man  who 
— there  was  suicide  in  the  family — rose  every 
morning  at  five,  and  the  chief  drawback  I  know 
to  his  otherwise  amiable  character  was,  that  he 
always  thought  it  a  proper  attention  to  call  me, 
persisting  in  throwing  up  pebbles  at  my  window 
until  I  put  forth  my  head  to  say  I  preferred  stay- 
ing in  bed  to  shooting  at  birds  I  knew  I  should 
never  bring  down. 

He  had  an  honest  heart,  a  noble  countenance, 
and  a  fine  cellar  of  wine — indeed,  his  other 
drawback  was,  that  his  conversation  was  rather 
too  doggy ;  and,  I  may  perhaps  add,  that  his 
splendidly-appointed  mansion  was  also  open  to  the 
same  objection.  It  was  dangerous  to  move  about 
that  otherwise  comfortable  residence  after  dark, 
for  every  landing  and  mat  had  its  canine  resi- 
dent. 
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One  night  I  was  as  nearl}"  as  possible  falling  a 
martyr  to  the  fury  of  the  sagacious,  but  too 
enthusiastic,  animals.  After  I  had  retired  to 
m.y  bedroom,  I  missed  my  watch ;  I  distinctly 
remembered  winding  it  up  and  placing  it  on  the 
chimney-piece ;  so,  being  attached  to  the  watch, 
for  it  w^as  solid  gold,  I  thought  the  wisest  thing 
to  be  done  was  to  go  down  stairs  and  secure  it. 

At  the  foot  of  the  stairs  I  nearly  fell  over  two 
fine  large  pointers,  who  in  return,  without  hesita- 
tion, fell  upon  me  as  furiousl)^  as  if  I  had  been 
their  dinner.  What  would  have  become  of  me 
I  do  not  attempt  to  unriddle,  though  my  life  was 
heavily  assured;  but,  most  fortunatel}^,  tliree 
retrievers  in  the  back  kitchen,  and  half  a  dozen 
setters  in  the  back  yard,  raised  such  a  din  that 
the  house  was  alarmed,  and  I  was  rescued  with 
no  further  damage  to  my  person  than  a  tailor 
could  repair. 

How  a  man  with  four  girls,  each  more  beau- 
tiful than  the  other  (until  you  had  looked  at  the 
other),  and  a  maiden  sister,  whose  profile  was 
madness,  could  allow  a  parcel  of  young  fellows 
to  monopolise   the   conversation,   by  discussing 
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the  qualities  of  their  particular  dogs,  surpasses 
my  comprehension ;  but  these  sportsmen  seem 
to  me  to  become  as  excited  as  cats  the  moment 
the  birds  are  in  season.  Our  dinner  and  break- 
fast talk  was  invariably  somewhat  after  tliis 
fashion. 

Sir  Joseph  would  call  across  the  table,  "  That's 
a  neat  liver-coloured  pointer  of  yours,  O'Reilly. 
How  long  has  it  been  shot  over  ?  '" 

"  Do  you  mean  the  white  ticked  dog,  with  the 
square  head  ?  "  Captain  O'Reilly  would  inquire. 
*'  Oh, — two  seasons.  Yes,  he's  a  good  worker- 
and  very  true — splendid  nose  ;  but  I  should  like^ 
you  to  see  a  setter  of  mine  ;  you  would  like 
that." 

"  AYhat  is  it  like  ?— Irish  or  English  ?  "  the 
host  would  ask. 

"  Pure  English  !  Lemon  and  white,  of  course," 
replied  the  Captain.  "  Capital  legs  and  feet !  a 
little  short  of  feather,  but  a  splendid  flag,  and  I 
think  his  nose  is  even  finer  than  the  pointer's  ;  in 
fact,  I  may  say  it  is  worth  any  money." 

How  could  such  kennel  talk  interest  ladies  ? 
My  adored  Matilda — the    maiden  sister — would 
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glance  at  me,  and  cast  up  her  cliina-blue  eyes 
towards  the  chandelier,  whilst  I  answered  her 
with  a  sympathising  smile,  mildly  flavoured  with 
disgust,  that  pleased  her  mightily. 

Another  fault  peculiar  to  -sportsmen  is  that, 
whether  you  understand  guns  or  not,  they  will 
insist  upon  making  you  handle  the  dangerous 
weapons,  especially  when  charged. 

"  Look  at  this  barrel,"  Fred  Whitworth  would 
exclaim,  holding  close  to  my  head  the  deadly 
instrument ;  did  you  ever  see  a  barrel  with  a 
finer  twist  ?  Just  feel  the  weight — carries  like  a 
walking-stick."  And,  whether  I  liked  it  or  not, 
the  deadly  machine  was  thrust  into  my  hands. 

"  Is  it  loaded  ?  "  I  would  most  probably  in- 
quire in  tremulous  accents,  Avhile  holding  back 
my  hands. 

"  Of  course,"  he  would  continue ;  "  but  what  is 
there  to  be  afraid  of  ?  Don't  you  see  it's  only  at 
half-cock  ?  Here,  Fll  chuck  up  a  pennj^,  and  you 
fire  at  it." 

"  Excuse  me, — I'd  rather  not,"  I  might  stam- 
mer forth. 

"Nonsense!     Pull  away,  man! — here  goes," 
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would  be  his  inliuman  repl}- ;  and  wliether  I  liked 
it  or  not,  I  was  obliged  to  pull  the  trigger  merely 
in  self-defence,  to  escape  being  buUied  to  death 
and  laughed  at  before  the  girls  for  a  coward.  But 
Matilda  understood  ni}'  hesitation,  and  esteemed 
me  for  my  prudence,  for  she  also  abominated 
gunpowder. 

If  my  delights  were  not  in  the  field  (though  I 
certainly  did  sometimes  join  the  jolly  boys  at 
lunch,  and  did  my  share  of  the  bottled  beer), 
they  were  at  any  rate  secured  to  me  in  the 
drawing-room.  There  I  revelled !  I  was  a  fly 
in  a  sugar  plantation. 

We  passed  the  day  in  sensible  conversation, 
or  I  read  aloud  whilst  my  beautiful  audience 
worked.  It  was  in  that  drawing-room  that  the 
generous  Matilda  worked  for  me  the  very  tiger- 
skin-patterned  slippers,  the  pattern  of  which  was 
first  impressed  upon  my  heart  before  my  feet 
were  allowed  their  turn — and  then  only  on  theii* 
birth-day.  Those  slippers,  though  worn  out,  I 
still  treasm-e-up  in  my  pocket-handkerchief  and 
cravat  di-awer. 

Happy  times  !     Calm  days  of  rest !     Often  of 
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an  afternoon  would  my  Matilda,  with  a  lovely  yet 
coquettish  glance  of  her  splendid  eye,  offer  me  a 
seat  in  her  (rather  small)  pony  carriage.  Then, 
as  the  little  steed  nibbled  the  grass  by  the  lane's 
side,  would  we  indulge  in  dreams  of  future  bliss — 
dreams  which  nothing  but  the  uncertainty  of  her 
brother  refusing  to  deliver  over  to  me  her  ample 
fortune  could  have  dispelled. 

Can  I  forget  the  day  when  I  seized  the  gloved 
hand  which  held  the  reins,  and  in  broken  accents 
inquired  if  she  would  be  mine.  Glorious  me- 
mories !  Neither  must  I  omit  to  mention  the 
surprise  I  felt  when  she  replied,  in  accents  of 
evident  regret,  that  she  w^ould  rather  not  for  the 
present,  but  would  give  me  the  preference  if  ever 
so  disposed.  Her  glorious  hair  was  of  the  colour 
of  mild  ale  and  water,  but  her  disposition  was  of 
such  vigour,  that  she  would  read  Blair's  Sermons 
for  hours  without  even  having  a  headache. 

Of  an  evening,  did  that  mansion,  with  the  pic- 
tures up  the  staircase,  and  the  statues  in  the 
alcove,  belong  to  me  or  Sir  Joseph  ?  I  reply,  it 
was  mine. 

That    silly  yet   estimable   man,   after  having 
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walked  some  thirty  miles,  killing  birds  for  me 
to  eat ;  those  senseless  youths  who  had  trudged 
through  fallow  and  stubble  to  supply  my  larder ; 
there  they  were  lolling  in  their  chairs,  trying, 
with  the  fortitude*" of  old  Romans,  to  keep  their 
eyes  open,  raising  every  now  and  then  the 
fatigued  lids,  and  revealing  to  us  expressions 
which,  to  look  at  for  long,  were  unpleasant,  and 
suggested  death-beds  or  fits. 

Then  I  was  in  my  glory.  Poor  Edith  might 
pout  her  lips  at  her  admirer  Beattie,  and  show 
her  disdain  for  him  by  turning  over  the  leaves  of 
her  album.  He  couldn't  help  it,  poor  youth ; 
his  dinner  had  completed  the  drowsiness  which 
the  exercise  had  commenced,  and  he  must  j^awn. 
Louisa  and  Caroline  might  play  the  piano,  and 
sing  as  loudly  as  they  liked,  young  Armstrong 
was  too  sleepy  even  to  know  they  were  obliging 
him  with  a  little  music.  Abuse  him  as  they 
would,  he  must,  though  standing,  doze.  Papa 
snores  in  his  arm-chair.  Uncle  Tom  hides  his 
open  mouth  behind  the  curtain,  and  O'Reilly 
hears  no  reproach,  for  he  is  so  fast  asleep  a  child 
might  pick  his  pocket. 
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Then  I  feel  my  true  importance.  I  pity  these 
poor  forgotten  angels,  these  injured  beauties, 
and  I  flutter  from  one  to  another,  trying  my 
utmost  to  make  up  for  the  negligence  of  my 
tired-out  fellow-men ;  and  my  reward  is,  that 
they  with  one  voice  condemn  sport  and  sports- 
men, and  consider  me  to  be  the  most  sensible 
and  agreeable  male  that  ever  wore  turn-down 
collars. 

'*  Have  you  heard,"  I  say  to  Louisa  to  cheer 
her — "  have  you  heard  that  the  ostriches  in  the 
Zoological  Gardens  have  laid  an  egg  ?  " 

Then  I  fly  off  to  Edith,  and  she  rewards  me 
■with  a  look  whose  effect  is  almost  alcoholic.  "  I 
am  told  that  full  sleeves  are  coming  into  fashion 
again,"  I  cry,  laughing  with  enjoyment — "  a  very 
wide  ruche  and  epaulets."  She  smiles,  and  I 
continue,  addressing  Matilda :  "  The  Empress, 
they  say,  has  determined  on  short  skirts,  only 
fitting  closely  and  richly  ornamented,  rich  stock- 
ings and  Turkish  slippers ;  but  I  don't  believe 
it — do  you  ?  " 

I  have  the  girls  all  to  myself.  We  send  the 
sleepy  ones  to  bed,  and  then  we  gather  round 
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the  fire  and  chat.  By  eleven  o'clock  they  all 
vow  I  am  the  pleasantest  man  of  the  party,  and 
wish  in  then'  hearts  that  there  were  no  such 
things  as  birds,  guns,  or  dogs. 

They  squeeze  my  hand  tenderly  as  I  wish 
them  good  night,  and  Matilda  shly  hopes  I 
shall  have  pleasant  dreams — bless  her !  bless 
her  ! 

Yes,  walk  where  you  will,  whether  in  Bel- 
gravia  or  White  chap  el,  whether  in  Camberwell  or 
Camden-town,  you  will  meet  with  so  many  pretty 
faces  that  you  will  wrinkle  your  shirt  collar  like  a 
groom's  boot  if  you  attempt  to  look  at  them  all. 

Even  the  servant  girls  liave,  during  the  last 
ten  years,  improved.  The  bakers'  boys  and  the 
footmen  are  having  a  better  time  of  it  than  their 
ancestors.  Everywhere  noses  are  refining,  eyes 
becoming  brighter,  mouths  growing  smaller,  teeth 
whiter,  ears  prettier,  and  the  whole  crinolined 
creation  verging  on  perfection. 

The  other  day  we  had  occasion  to  visit  the 
mantle  department  of  one  of  our  largest  West- 
end  silk  mercers.     Accompanied  by  a  sister,  who 
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requested  us  not  to  be  silly,  we  entered  the 
superb  em p oriu ui . 

In  a  few  moments  we  were  surrounded  by 
some  half-dozen  of  the  prettiest  girls  it  is 
possible  to  imagine.  Before  ten  minutes  they 
were  one  and  all  performing  a  kind  of  im- 
promptu ballet,  weaving  mantles  in  the  air,  and 
twisting  their  backs  into  the  most  enrapturing 
poses.  Crinolines  whirled  before  our  eyes, 
shawls  whizzed  over  our  head,  cloaks  floated 
on  the  breeze,  arms  circled  in  the  air,  and  we 
were  so  thoroughl}^  convinced  that  we  had  sud- 
denly fallen  amongst  Mrs.  Frampton's  pupils, 
that,  had  not  our  dearest  sister's  commanding 
presence  restrained  us,  we  must  have  skipped 
forth,  h  la  Pierrot,  and  spun  this  one  round  on 
her  toes,  or,  clasping  the  waist  of  that  one,  sent 
her,  like  a  sylphide,  floating  through  space. 

Of  an  evening,  when  the  mind  is  calm — espe- 
cially after  three  cups  of  tea — we  grow  very 
anxious  about  the  future  of  these  pretty  crea- 
tures. The  best  four  and  fourpenny  mixed 
invariably  makes  us  feel  philanthropic,  and  we 
begin  to  love  our  beautiful  country-women  in  a 
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brotherly  sort  of  a  seeing-tliem-all-married-and- 
happy  kind  of  affection. 

In  the  fulness  of  our  heart  we  would  present 
them  all  with  a  new  copper  kettle  as  a  wedding 
crift.  AVe  feel  so  anxious  that  they  should 
"settle"  that,  had  we  the  wealth  of  a  Rothschild, 
hats  and  feathers  would  be  our  ruin,  and  a 
virtuous  commissioner,  petrified  by  our  extra- 
vagance, would  suspend  the  certificate. 

But  a  painful  fact  wakens  us  from  our  chari- 
table dreams.  The  Registrar- General  and  the 
Census  are  opposed  to  our  hopes.  In  the  blue- 
books  it  is  printed  in  black  and  white  that  the 
female  population  of  the  land  exceeds  that  of 
the  male  by  nearly  half  a  million  petticoats.  We 
are  not  prepared  at  present  to  say  who  is  to 
blame  for  this  absurd  mistake ;  we  will  not 
accuse  the  Goyernment  of  any  undue  partiality, 
or  abuse  any  particular  county  for  this  cruel  mis- 
management ;  we  simply  state  the  astounding 
fact  that  the  bonnets  outnumber  the  coat-tails 
by  such  a  multitude  that  five  hundred  thousand 
wedding-rings  will  have  to  go  begging. 

What,  in  the  name  of  mercy,  is  to  become  of 
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Captain  Nelson's  three  girls  when  it  comes  to 
his  turn  to  go  up  aloft  and  the  half-pay  ceases  ? 
Imagine  the  graceful  Selina,  the  hest  waltzer  at 
the  county  hall,  weeping  over  the  Times  and 
"  Wanted,  a  Governess/^  Picture  the  accom- 
plished Catherine,  who  ever  insisted  on  sixteen 
yards  to  her  skirts,  reduced  to  hallet  dancing  in 
the  mantle  department.  Fancy  the  delicate 
Margaret,  who  was  ordered  to  take  port  wine 
with  her  luncheon,  immolating  herself  behind 
a  pastrycook^s  counter  by  recommending  three- 
cornered-puffs  !  Without  a  penny  in  the  world, 
what  are  they  to  do,  poor  angels  ? 

The  governess  market  is  overstocked.  For  a 
salary  of  twelve  pounds  you  can  command  an 
army  of  talent ;  you  may  crowd  into  your  adver- 
tisement every  accomplishment  an  encyclopaedia 
can  suggest,  from  teaching  Sanscrit  down  to 
darning  babies'  clothes ;  and  yet  the  timid, 
nervous  knocks  will  come  to  the  door,  and  the 
pale,  anxious  faces,  transparent  from  weak  tea 
and  bread  and  no  butter,  submit  to  be  stared  at 
and  cross-questioned. 

There    is    no    more     painful    sight    in    the 
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world  than   to   be    present   at   the    hiring   of  a 
governess. 

There  may  be  three  or  four  unhappy  applicants 
seated  in  the  waiting-room,  eyeing  each  other 
enviously,  each  hoping  that  the  other  will  be 
unsuccessful.  They  examine  one  another  nar- 
rowly, hunting,  with  malicious  disregard  for  their 
own  patchwork  ingenuity,  for  repairs  and  mend- 
ings ;  and  well  they  know  where  to  look  for  the 
places  most  liable  to  wear  and  tear.  They  can 
tell  by  a  bonnet-string  ironed  out  for  the  tenth 
time  how  long  such  a  one  has  been  out  of  an 
engagement.  The  gloves  so  carefully  stitched, 
the  worn-out  boots  cautiously  hidden  under  the 
gown,  the  faded  skirt  and  frayed  collar — these 
are  the  signs  on  their  barometer,  and  the 
"needle"  tells  them  truthfully  whether  the  past 
has  been  fine  or  stormy. 

Each  time  a  fresh  knock  at  the  street-door  is 
heard  these  poor  souls  make  no  disguise  of  their 
anxiety.  They  know  by  the  sound  whether  a 
fresh  rival  has  come  to  dispute  a  living  with 
them.  If  the  summons  is  a  trembling  compro- 
mise between  a  single  rap  and  a  meek  double  ;  a 
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kind  of  struggle  to  be  better  than  a  housemaid, 
and  yet  not  so  bold  as  a  visitor ;  then  they  move 
restlessly  in  their  chairs,  and  strain  their  ears  to 
catch  the  whispers  addressed  to  the  footman  on 
the  door-mat,  the  half-appealing  voice  struggling 
to  be  independent  and  courageous. 

The  nervousness  of  the  poor  girl  who  is 
ushered  into  this  crowd  of  candidates  is  painful 
to  behold,  and  if  the  door  did  not  close  upon 
her  she  would  slink  back  to  the  free  streets 
rather  than  risk  the  staring  battle  of  eyes.  The}^ 
are  all  so  sorely  pressed  and  hopeful,  how  can 
they  help  feeling  jealous?  They  look  into  each 
other's  faces  almost  spitefully.  One  pretty, 
meek  creature  blushes  as  though  she  were  trying 
to  disguise  her  pale  face  and  hide  the  pinching 
want  that  torments  the  home ;  another,  bolder 
and  more  experienced,  returns  stare  for  stare, 
with  defiant  calmness. 

All  this  time  the  examination  into  accomplish- 
ments and  undeniable  character  is  going  on  in 
the  drawing-room  above — the  drawing-room  for 
the  great  lottery  prize  of  twelve  pounds  a  year. 
How  the  poor  speculators  listen  for  the  ringing 


FACES    FOR    FORTUNES.  ^Jo 

of  the  bell  which  summons  the  footman  to  let 
out  the  rejected  governess.  Then  she,  whose 
turn  comes  next,  even  before  the  street-door  has 
been  opened,  commences  putting  herself  into 
trim,  fitting  on  her  glove,  gathering  up  her  thin 
shawl,  or  straightening  her  bonnet,  and  all  wait 
impatiently  for  the  summons  for  the  "next  lady." 

Perhaps — and  then  their  poor  hearts  sink  like 
lead,  and  the  eyes  look  wearied  to  the  death — 
perhaps  the  footman,  instead  of  showing  out 
anybody,  merely  pops  his  head  in  at  the  door 
and  says,  "  We  shan't  want  any  more  of  you 
ladies." 

Unhappy  women  !  They  rise  up  as  quickly  as 
a  class  dismissed  from  lessons,  and,  with  the 
anger  of  disappointment  showing  savagely  on 
their  faces,  hurry  away  to  answer  the  next  adver- 
tisement, and,  most  likely,  undergo  the  same 
sorrow. 

After  witnessing  such  a  scene,  who  can  resist 
thinking  of  the  Black  Ball  passenger  line  and 
the  splendid  vessels  with  very  superior  accom- 
modation lying  in  the  East  India  Docks  ?  Why 
do  not  these  helpless  girls  pack  up  their  boxes 


94  FACES    FOR   FORTUNES. 

and  pray  God  for  a  quick  passage  to  Melbourne 
and  Geelong,  Adelaide  or  Otago  ? 

There  were — as  good  Miss  Eye  sends  us  word 
— disembarked  not  a  year  since  at  Dunkin  one 
hundred  women,  and  good  situations  and  good 
salaries  were  awaiting  them.  Why  should  our 
suffering  gentlewomen  pine  and  starve  at  home, 
wasting,  until  their  hopes  of  peaceful  life  are  as 
thin  and  worn  out  as  their  scanty  clothing,  when 
good  ships  are  setting  their  sails  to  carry  them 
to  the  land  of  comfort  and  plenty,  and  a  respect- 
ful greeting  awaits  them  at  the  pierhead  ? 

If  report  and  Miss  Eye  speak  truth,  families 
in  Australia  are  badly  provided  with  female  aid. 
It  must  be  hard  work  for  mother,  with  "  all  the 
house  upon  her  shoulders,"  to  nurse  Tommy  and 
hear  Julia  "do"  her  spelling,  when  father  is 
coining  money  and  never  grumbles  at  parting 
with  the  cash.  The  governess  is  wanted  griev- 
ously in  that  portion  of  the  earth  where  ever}^- 
thing  except  human  life  is  plentiful.  If  a  pretty 
girl,  a  pale-faced,  worn-out  creature  who  had 
sunk  down  to  her  last  shilling  whilst  hunting  for 
food  and  the  untold  wealth  of  twelve  pounds  a 
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year  were  to  carry  her  clear  brain  and  gentle 
heart  to  the  ox)pressed  homes  of  Australia,  how 
long,  do  you  think,  would  it  take  before  her  trunk 
were  carried  up -stairs,  and  every  hand  stretched 
forth  to  welcome  her  ?  Before  many  days  had 
passed,  temptation  would  beset  her  in  the  shape 
of  honest  solitary  men  with  miles  of  sheep-walks, 
failing  on  their  knees  and  offering  the  most 
unconditional  maniage,  their  earnest,  but  no 
doubt  vulgar,  hearts  beseeching  her,  in  the  usual 
absurd  manner,  to  accept  home  and  fortune,  and 
be  a  rich  woman  to  the  end  of  her  days. 

On  one  occasion  we  ran  down  to  Margate  on  a 
Saturday  by  what  the  wives  called  the  "  husbands' 
boat,"  and  the  children  "  papa's  boat/'  that  we 
might  have  an  opportunity  of  observing  the  con- 
duct of  married  men,  more  particularly  how  they 
behaved  themselves  when  away  from  their  better 
halves.  We  here  give  the  sad  account  of  our 
trip. 

The  railway  is  quick,  but  it  is  more  expensive 
travelling,  so  many  husbands  prefer  going  down  by 
the  route  which,  for  half-  a-dozen  shiUings,  takes 
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them  by  traia  as  far  as  Tilbury  Fort,  and  then 
ships  them  on  board  a  steamer.  They  will  tell 
you  they  like  the  ^'  blow  upon  the  water/'  but  the 
real  truth  is,  they  like  saving  their  money ;  and, 
mind  you,  papas  with  growing  Harrys,  uneducated 
Marys,  and  large-eating  Billys,  are  forced  to  look 
very  hard  at  a  sovereign  before  they  change  it 
across  a  counter. 

About  Eriday  morning,  the  papa,  who  is  at- 
tending to  business  in  London,  receives  a  letter 
from  mamma  at  Margate,  telling  him  that  he  is 
to  "  mind  and  be  sure  and  come  down  "  on  the 
Saturday,  and  giving  him  a  thousand  directions 
about  what  he  is  to  bring  with  him,  and  what  the 
servants  are  to  do  during  his  twenty-four  hours' 
absence  from  the  house.  Wives  seem — and  very 
properly  so  —  to  look  upon  their  husbands  as 
helpless,  incapable  creatures,  who,  unless  minutely 
directed,  will  allow  any  designing  kitchen-girl  to 
rob  him  within  an  inch  of  the  workhouse. 

He  is  ^^  to  be  sure  '^  and  go  to  the  grocer's,  and 
buy  three  pounds  of  lump  at  bcL,  a  pound  of  coffee 
at  Is.  2d.f  and  a  pound  of  their  tea — best  mixed,, 
for  family  use,  at  3s.  8c?.,  as  advertised.     He  is  to 
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give  the  servant  the  enclosed  letter,  which  begins 
"  Jane/'  and  is  signed  *'  Your  mistress/'  and  he  is 
to  bring  down  with  him  the  calico  and  thread  and 
trimmings  she  (Jane)  will  fetch  from  Cobden  & 
Co.,  the  linendrapers.  He  is  to  put  in  his  carpet- 
bag Clara's  pink  frock  when  it  comes  from  the 
wash,  and  to  tell  the  cook  to  clean  the  paint  in 
the  parlours,  and  to  buy  a  bottle  of  pickled  wal- 
nuts ;  he  is  to  have  the  boys^  bedsteads  taken  to 
pieces,  and  to  see  that  the  maids  get  on  with  their 
needle-work,  and  to  bring  with  him  a  breast  of  veal 
from  Fleshby's  for  the  Sunday  s  dinner,  because 
Margate  butchers  are  asking  preposterous  prices. 

Lastly,  he  is  not  to  dine  on  board,  but  to  have 
a  nice  meat  tea  when  he  arrives  at  the  lodgings. 
This  last  injunction  the  papas  usually  break 
through  on  the  sly,  never  saying  anything  about 
it  afterwards,  for  they  prefer  the  hot  joints  and 
bottled  beer  in  the  cabin  to  the  miserably  weak 
tea  and  scrapings  off  the  cold  Saturday's  bone, 
so  generously  provided  for  them  by  their  prudent 
wives. 

We  found  the  husbands  collected  together  in  a 
crowd  at  the  Fenchurch  Street  Station,  making  a 
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tremendous  fuss  over  the  hampers,  and  parcels, 
and  boxes  they  had  brought  with  them.  Some 
were  sprucing  themselves  up  by  having  their 
boots  cleaned  by  the  Ragged  School  boys ;  and 
with  parental  sympathy  they  inquired  tenderly 
into  the  condition  of  the  red-coated  lads,  saying 
"  Dear  me  !  "  when  they  were  told  the  earnings 
amounted  to  ninepence  a-day,  as  if  it  were  rather 
a  fine  income,  and  calling  the  institution  "  a  very 
excellent  thing.^^  A  few  of  the  papas,  regardless 
of  a  scolding,  had  put  on  clean  summer  waistcoats_, 
and  wore  shirts  as  white  as  the  tops  of  their  own 
wedding  cakes.  There  were  very  few  mammas, 
but  they  mostly  carried  brown  paper  parcels, 
which  kept  coming  undone  at  the  corners,  and 
exhibited  variously-coloured  stuflPs  which  evidently 
belonged  to  frocks  and  dresses. 

Just  as  the  train  was  starting,  up  came  the 
papa  who  is  always  late,  looking  very  warm  and 
puffy  from  running,  and  as  red  in^the  face  as  the 
edges  of  boiled  beef.  The  guard  shouted  out, 
'^  Now  then,  make  haste,  you  sir  !  "  and  he  was 
shot  into  a  carriage  like  a  letter  into  a  post-office, 
where,  in  defiance  of  the  feelings  of  his  fellow- 
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passengers,  he  instautly  raised  the  temperature  of 
the  compartment  by  unbuttoning  his  waistcoat  and 
letting  himself  cool,  as  if  he  were  a  furnace,  and 
had  opened  the  doors. 

When  we  reached  the  end  of  our  land  journey, 
the  husbands  were  very  much  surprised  to  find 
the  wind  we  left  so  tranquil  in  London  very  high 
at  Tilbury,  and  blowing  in  their  faces  till  their 
stiff  whiskers  fluttered  like  down.  Somebody  said, 
"  Vie  shall  have  a  nasty  passage,  I  think,"  and  in 
a  moment  red  cheeks  turned  white,  as  rose 
leaves  over  sulphur  fumes.  The  six  husbands  we 
were  with  became  of  a  pale  slate-colour,  and  all 
inquired,  in  a  tone  intended  to  appear  indifferent, 
"  Will  it  be  rough  ?  "  Hands  were  thrust  out  of 
window  to  judge  for  themselves ;  but  there  was 
a  flag  close  by,  jerking  at  the  rope,  and  full  of 
waves  as  corrugated  iron  roofing,  which  afforded 
but  little  consolation  to  the  nervous  beholders. 
A  gentleman  in  a  pea  coat  hinted  that  he  liked 
a  rough  sea,  because  it  gave  him  an  appetite,  and 
the  look  the  slate-coloured  papas  gave  him  was 
as  spiteful  and  withering  as  if  he  had  just  failed, 
owing  them  a  large  account. 
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Once  afloat,  and  the  husbands  made  use  of  the 
''high  wind'^  as  an  excuse  for  dining  on  board. 
They  revived  the  theory  that  nothing  was  so  bad 
as  sea- sickness  on  an  empty  stomach,  and  in  a 
body  they  rushed  to  the  main  cabin  steps.  We 
never  before  witnessed  so  determined  a  struggle 
for  food.  I 

The  single  men  had  no  chance.  The  papas 
pushed  and  frowned  until  they  had  seized  upon 
the  best  places.  Whilst  the  modest  bachelor,  in 
a  timid  voice,  mildly  asked  for  "a  plate,  if  you 
please,^^  the  husband  shouted  out,  like  a  corporal 
to  his  men,  "  Am  I  to  stop  here  all  my  life  with- 
out a  plate  ?^*  If  a  papa  wanted  a  joint,  he  spoke 
as  if  it  were  death  to  disobey  him.  "That  lamb,^' 
or  "  the  beef  here,''  or  "  more  salad,"  and  the 
dishes  were  set  before  him ;  so  that  he  had  nearly 
eaten  himself  sleepy  before  the  single  man's  "  I'll 
thank  you  for  another  slice  of  ham  "  had  even 
attracted  notice.  How  they  ate,  and  how  they 
drank,  and  how  they  stained  the  cloth  with  mus- 
tard, it  is  beyond  us  to  record ;  but  we  felt  partly 
avenged  by  noticing  that  most  of  them  had 
stained  their  shirt  fronts  with  droppings  of  stout, 
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and  that  their  wives  would  find  them  out.  One 
papa  was  not  aware  that  he  had  let  a  large  piece 
of  boiled  beef  fat  drop  into  his  waistcoat,  so  that 
he  carried  it  all  the  way  to  Margate  with  him. 

The  papas  seemed  to  like  sitting  on  the  paddle- 
boxes  and  letting  their  legs  dangle.  They  gave 
loud  shouts  for  the  waiter;  and  when  the  lad 
made  his  appearance,  the  orders  for  brandy  and 
water  would  have  made  the  heart  of  Mr.  Gough, 
the  temperance  lecturer,  collapse  like  a  soap- 
bubble. 

One  of  the  papas  had  two  little  children  with 
him,  and  consequently  dared  not  do  as  he  liked, 
for  fear  they  should  tell.  He  had  to  resort  to 
subterfuges,  and  kept  ordering  another  and 
another  glass  for  the  children,  telling  them,  as 
he  drank  it,  that  they  would  assuredly  have  been 
sea-sick  without  such  a  stimulant.  The  poor 
little  things  had  a  sip  each  (about  as  much  as  a 
yesterday's  chick  would  swallow),  and  then  he 
stirred  the  liquid  into  a  whirlpool,  and  know- 
ingly drank  the  remainder.  These  children,  both 
under  eight  years  of  age,  had  four  large  tumblers 
of  grog  between  them. 
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All  the  married  men  talked  about  money  and 
business.  "Do  you  know  who  bought  the  last 
lot  of  sugar  ?'^  asked  one  from  Mincing  Lane. 
"  I  told  the  whole  vestry  it  was  a  swindle — that 
I  did  !  ^'  exclaimed  another  from  Marylebone. 
*'  We  had  security  before  sending  the  goods 
home/^  said  a  third,  who  was  evidently  a  tailor 
from  Eegent  Street.  We  were  delighted  to  see 
that  more  than  half  the  husbands  were  smoking, 
because  we  had  sufficient  faith  in  a  wife's  nose 
to  foresee  quarrels  at  thirteen  to  the  dozen. 

How  extremely  jolly  the  papas  were  whilst  the 
water  was  smooth !  They  winked  at  each  other 
every  time  they  added  another  "  dead  man  '^  to 
the  cluster  of  black  stout  bottles  under  their 
seats,  saying  in  a  sly  manner,  '^  This  wonH  do/^ 
or  "  I  can^t  stand  this,^^  at  the  same  time  laughing 
knowingly,  as  if  they  knew  they  were  cheating 
somebody  at  home.  Wait  a  bit,  my  friends,  we 
said  to  ourselves — wait  until  Margate  is  in  sight, 
and  then  you^ll  have  to  put  your  hats  on  straight, 
and  pull  on  your  gloves,  and  not  laugh  as  loudly 
as  if  your  were  crying  ballads. 

About,  the  third  glass  of  hot  brandy-and- water 
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some  of  the  papas  grew  excited,  aud  became  pink 
up  to  the  cheeli-bones,  whilst  their  eyelids 
drooped  as  an  old  hat-brim.  Then  they  began 
to  quarrel  for  the  slightest  thing.  One  who  was 
hitting  the  paddle-box  with  his  fist,  as  if  he  had 
seen  a  nail  sticking  up,  said  he  considered  some- 
thing '^•'hunworthy  of  a  henlightened  parlimint;" 
to  which  his  friend,  whose  under-lip  was  getting 
limp  and  moist,  replied,  "  He  allers  paid  me  like 
a  gentleman."  The  dispute  grew,  until  in  a  few 
minutes  one  was  threatening  to  give  the  other 
"  as  fine  a  black  eye  as  ever  was  took  into 
Margate !  ''  aud  the  other  replied  that,  "  if  his 
friend  would  step  down,  that  tuppeny-ha^penny 
bounce  should  soon  be  took  out ! " 

The  five  or  six  wives  on  board  seemed  horrified 
at  the  conduct  of  the  papas.  They  were  evidently 
wondering  to  themselves  whether  their  dear  lords 
'^  went  on ''  in  that  style  when  they  were  away. 
What  would  those  indignant  matrons  have  given 
to  have  known  some  of  the  addresses  of  the 
renegade  husbands  ?  They  would  have  gone 
without  tea  for  a  week  if  they  could  only 
have   acquainted   a   few   of   the  poor  things   at 
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home  with  the  tricks  then'  gentlemen  were  ''^up 
to  "  in  their  absence. 

But  the  punishment  was  at  hand,  for  the  waves 
by  the  time  we  were  off  Sheerness  grew  to  be  as 
big  as  tents.  As  we  steamed  past  the  Nore  light- 
ship, the  vessel  rolled  and  pitched  as  if  it  had 
been  a  Mazeppa  tied  to  the  back  of  a  galloping 
sea-coast.  The  foam  dashed  over  the  sides,  and 
wetted  the  papas'  clothes,  and  trickled  down  their 
necks,  and  made  their  shirt-fronts  look  half- 
transparent,  like  greased  paper.  Then  they  got 
down  from  the  paddle-boxes,  thinking  it  was  too 
early  to  realise  their  life  insurances,  and  some 
walked  np  and  down  in  a  forked-lightning  style, 
whilst  others  gave  the  premonitory  symptoms  of 
being  ill  by  hitting  their  chests,  hiccoughing,  and 
showing  their  clinched  teeth. 

The  half-emptied  bottles  of  stout  were  left  to 
grow  flat,  and  the  unfinished  brandies-and-waters 
were  allowed  to  slop  themselves  and  make  alcoholic 
puddles  on  the  deck.  Faces  turned  to  the  colour 
of  butter,  and  eyes  looked  wildly  about,  as  if 
asking  for  sympathy  and  aid.  The  laughter  and 
the   quarrelling   ceased.     Suddenly   some  of  the 
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papas  jumped  up  from  their  seats  and  ran  to  the 
side  of  the  boat  !  We  heard  one  who  was  cling- 
ing to  a  rope  like  a  spider  when  the  web  is  shaken, 
exclaim,  "  O  dear !  if  this  is  what  they  call  high 
seas,  give  me  low  water,  say  I  !  "  and  he  turned 
his  eyes  up  as  if  he  were  trying  to  force  the 
apple  to  the  other  side  and  look  into  his  own 
head. 

We  told  a  papa,  who  sat  all  of  a  heap  with  his 
eyes  shut,  like  a  cock  roosting,  that  Margate  was 
in  sight.  He  faintly  uttered,  "  Thank  goodness  !  " 
but  never  moved  or  thanked  us.  We  carried  the 
cheering  intelligence  to  another,  who  was  trem- 
bling as  a  coach-spring  over  the  London  stones, 
but  he  had  gone  crazy  with  his  sufferings  and 
mistook  us  for  the  steward  asking  for  the  reckon- 
ing, for  he  replied,  /'  I've  only  had  four  quart 
bottles  of  stout,'^  and  groaned. 

At  the  sound  of  the  call-boy's  voice  shriek- 
ing '^Turn  easy  a-'ead  !  ^^  a  new  life  animated 
the  wretched  husbands.  They  knew  that  the 
wives  were  waiting  for  them,  and  their  mis- 
deeds filled  them  with  fear.  Some  rose  up  and 
buttoned   their  coats,  and   tried   to  comb  their 
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matted  hair  with  their  fingers ;  others  rushed  off 
to  the  after- cabin  to  beg  for  small  pieces  of  lemon- 
peel,  to  remove  the  smell  of  the  cigars  and  drink- 
ing. We  inwardly  exclaimed,  "  The  ways  of  virtue 
are  pleasant  as  dividends,  but  lemon-peel  cannot 
cloak  the  breath  of  the  vicious,  and  the  smell  of 
smoke  shall  cling  to  him  like  a  bur." 

Porters  in  smock-frocks,  looking  something 
like  milkmen  or  gentlemen  in  their  nightshirts, 
leapt  with  the  activity  of  the  chamois  on  to  the 
deck,  and  seized  hold  of  big  boxes  as  vigorously 
as  if  they  were  saving  them  from  a  wreck.  One 
husband,  who  had  been  too  tipsy  to  be  affected 
by  the  waves,  had  mislaid  a  haunch  of  venison, 
and  he  stopped  every  porter,  saying,  ''  Look  here  ! 
I've  got  avaunch  ven'son  ! "  to  which  the  only  reply 
given  was,  "  I  can^t  help  that,  can  I  ?  "  The  hus- 
band's tottering  steps  were  soon  detected  by  some- 
body who  was  waiting  on  the  jetty,  for  a  scream 
came  down  upon  his  head  like  a  shot  bird.  He 
seemed  to  recognise  the  voice,  for  he  gave  a 
crooked  smile,  and  cried,  "  Hullo !  Mary,  my 
dear!" 

The  crowd  of  loving  wives  on  the  end  of  the 
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jetty  were  hanging  over  the  raihngs,  all  smiling 
and  waving  their  hands,  and  looking  as  delighted 
as  if  every  husband  had  brought  a  new  dress 
with  him.  Hats  and  bonnets  bobbed  up  and 
down,  and  the  artificial  flowers  were  tossed  about 
in  the  hurricane  of  joy  till  we  expected  to  see  the 
rosebuds,  and  lilies,  and  poppies  fly  off  like  sparks. 
Gloves,  white,  primrose  and  lavender,  fluttered 
about  like  a  flight  of  butterflies.  Small  heads 
appeared  suddenly  between  the  openings  in  the 
hedge  of  dresses,  and  pushed  forward  for  a  peep 
at  the  deck,  and  the  children  against  the  rail- 
ings in  front  were  so  squeezed  that  we  expected 
to  see  them  ooze  through  like  paste,  and  we 
trembled  lest  they  should  be  marked  for  life,  like 
a  steak  with  the  bars  of  a  gridiron. 

The  boat  was  late,  and  the  mammas  had  been 
kept  waiting  nearly  two  hours,  which  had  made 
them  cross  and  inclined  to  quarrel  with  their 
lords.  When  the  passengers  began  to  land,  a 
sudden  rush  was  made  by  the  ladies  for  the  balus- 
trade which  surrounds  the  staircase  up  which  the 
husbands  had  to  mount.  As  the  heads  bent  over 
the   well-like   opening,  the   curls   hung   straight 
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down  as  plummet  lines^  and  the  crowns  of  the 
hats  showed  round  as  the  plates  over  a  kitchen 
dresser. 

Little  boys  who  had  fathers,  but  no  place  for 
witnessing  their  interesting  ascent  of  the  stairs, 
climbed  up  the  monster  iron  crane  on  one  side  of 
the  jetty,  and  made  their  small  legs  rusty  by  curl- 
ing them  round  the  iron  work.  The  excitement 
was  at  its  height,  and  we  really  expected  to  hear 
three  cheers  given  as  the  first  gentleman  made  his 
appearance.  He  was  instantly  owned,  and  whilst 
he  was  being  led  off  we  heard  the  question, 
"Have  you  brought  the  salmon?"  put  to  him. 
Unless  he  had  put  it  in  his  coat  pocket  or  his 
carpet-bag,  he  hadn't. 

Another  pale  papa  rose  up  like  a  ghost  from  a 
trap-door,  and  was  embraced  by  a  lady,  who 
afterwards  sniffed,  and  observed,  "  Alfred,  you've 
been  smoking  ! "  to  which  he  answered,  ''  It  was 
the  funnel  f  and  retired  to  be  scolded. 

Some  of  the  papas,  when  they  reached  the 
platform,  took  up  their  children  one  after  another 
and  kissed  them  till  the  chicks  seemed  squeezed 
to  bits,  and  then  delivering  over  to  the  darlings 
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the  umbrella  and  packages  to  carry,  they  walked 
off,  talking  with  mammas.  Among  the  various 
phrases  at  meeting,  we  may  mention  the  follow- 
ing, as  descriptive  of  the  joy  felt  by  the  partners 
for  life  at  once  more  seeing  each  other  : — "  You 
naughty  boy,  not  to  write  ! "  "  Did  you  get  my 
message  about  the  ginger  wine?^'  "So  you've 
thought  fit  to  come  at  last,  have  you,  sir  ?  '^ 
*^  How  did  you  leave  mother?^'  **Have  the 
painters  got  out  of  the  house  yet?^^  "Mr. 
Smith,  you're  beastly  'toxicated.^'  This  last 
sentence  was  addressed  to  our  haunch  of  venison 
friend,  who  was  as  limp  as  the  neck  of  a  dead 
goose,  and  trod  on  his  own  toes  as  he  walked 
away,  saying,  "  Nonsense,  Mary — it's  you,  my 
angel." 

All  the  little  boys  seemed  to  be  expecting  their 
papas,  and  directly  a  fresh  hat  appeared,  a  shout 
was  raised  of  "  Here  he  is ! "  which  made  one 
lady,  a  widow,  give  her  nine-year-old  offspring  a 
tap  on  the  head,  as  she  observed,  "Adone  with 
your  nonsense,  Harry,  do  !  and  don't  be  so  tire- 
some." 

In  a  short  time  all  the  married  couples  had 
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gone  off  LomewardS;,  and  nothing  but  the  luggage 
and  the  disappointed  wives  were  left  behind. 
These  poor  ladies  seemed  terribly  vexed,  and  kept 
on  saying  to  their  companions,  "  Very  odd,  aint 
it  ?  '^  or  ''  I  don't  understand  Mr.  Robinson's  con- 
duct at  all — no  letter  nor  nothink.''  We  heard 
one  friend  endeavouring  to  console  a  very  savage 
mamma  by  saying — 

"  Perhaps  it's  business  detains  him,  Charlotte.'' 
"  Business  !  "  cried  the  wife  ;  '^  business  !  well^ 
I  do  like  that !  Ha  !  ha  !  Don't  talk  to  me  of 
business  on  a  Sunday.  That's  a  pretty  idea,  cer- 
tainly. Ha !  ha !  Mr.  Turby  must  get  some 
better  excuse  than  that.  Ha  !  ha  !  Business  ! 
It  won't  do  with  me,  I  can  tell  him." 

Another  lady,  who  seemed  very  vexed,  and 
was  biting  the  ends  of  her  gloves  with  disappoint- 
ment, asked  one  of  the  porters,  ^'  If  there  would 
be  another  boat  that  night?"  The  man  answered, 
"  Not  unless  they  is  wrecks,"  which  made  her  jump 
with  horror,  and  cry,  "  Wrecks  ! "  on  a  sudden, 
like  a  hiccough.  One  matron,  who  walked  about 
the  platform  swinging  her  arm  like  a  fighting  man, 
and  followed  by  three  children  crying,  wanted  to 
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go  on  board  the  vessel  to  see  if  !Mr.  Timpton  had 
not  fallen  asleep  in  the  cabin ;  and  when  an  offi- 
cial assured  her  that  "  if  he  was  to  hide  himself 
ever  so  nicely  heM  have  been  rooted  out/^  the 
mother  exclaimed^  ''Hide  himself!  what  do  you 
mean,  feUow/'  and  retired  with  her  head  up  like  a 
vicious  horse. 

On  the  morrow  we  find  all  ^largate  cooling 
itself  on  the  jetty,  CDJoying  the  breeze,  which  is 
only  strong  enough  to  lift  a  bonnet  string.  The 
sea  is  as  smooth  as  a  large  sheet  of  unpolished 
glass,  and  permits  the  gentlemen  whose  tastes  are 
aquatic  to  row  about  without  endangering  their 
lives. 

One  amateur  boatman  is  playing  on  a  cornet, 
and  blowing  out  the  disjointed  husky  notes  with 
so  much  energy  that  even  from  the  jetty  we  can 
see  his  white  eyes  starting  from  his  red  face.  A 
little  girl,  who  seems  to  pity  him  for  working  so 
hard  on  so  hot  a  day,  asks,  '•  What  does  the  poor 
man  do  that  for,  mamma?  "  "Perhaps  he  likes 
it,^^  replies  the  parent,  in  a  tone  as  much  as  to 
say,  "I  don't." 

From  the  head  of  the  jetty  we  see  steamboats 
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in  every  direction,  which  leave  behind  them  long 
trails  of  smoke,  that  rise  in  the  air  like  network 
and  look  like  distant  hills.  Some  young  gentle- 
men near  ns,  with  turn-down  shirt-collars,  smooth 
and  round  as  enamel,  are  betting  penn'orths  of 
nuts  about  which  of  the  boats  is  the  Ruby,  and 
they  dispute  a  great  deal,  and  call  each  other 
^'  liars ''  in  quite  a  friendly  manner. 

The  sun  looks  white-hot,  as  if  a  furnace  door 
had  been  opened,  and  the  sky  is  dull  and  like 
blue  steel.  We  expect  to  see  the  parasols  crinkle 
up  like  bladders  on  a  fire ;  and  we  feel  particu- 
larly anxious  about  one  old  lady,  whose  big  spec- 
tacles might,  we  fear,  act  like  magnifying  glasses, 
and,  focussing  the  rays,  fry  her  eyes.  Two  ladies 
with  sandy  hair,  who  have  just  passed,  remind  lis 
of  the  red  clay  percolating  bottles,  for  they  are 
sunburnt  and  covered  with  dew.  You  could  not 
have  taken  off  your  hat  without  finding  your  hair 
suddenly  curled ;  and  we  observe  an  elderly  gen- 
tleman whose  tongue  is  slowly  protruding  as  if 
rabies  were  setting  in,  who  is  rubbing  a  glassy 
bald  head  with  a  silk  handkerchief,  as  if  he  were 
trying  to  convert  it  into  an  electric  pole. 
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Everybody  is  languid  and  tetchy,  and,  as  a  con- 
sequence, the  children  are  scolded  for  the  slightest 
thing.  A  young  gentleman  who  is  clinging  to 
the  railings,  with  his  tendril  legs  twisting  like 
fleshy  corkscrews,  when  told  by  mamma  that  she 
will  never  bring  him  out  again,  answers,  "  Then 
Vl\  play  with  the  lucifers." 

Some  of  the  children  bother  the  authors  of 
their  being  by  pestering  them  with  the  most 
extraordinary  questions  in  natural  history  and 
theology.  A  vulgar  child,  with  grubby  knees, 
who  has  been  sucking  its  hair,  inquires  of  her  hot 
papa,  who  is  slowly  turning  into  moisture,  like 
whitebait,  "Is  there  many  fish  in  the  sea?^' 
Papa  replies,  "  Ever  sich  a  lot.^^  The  innocent 
then  asks  where  the  big  ones  go  to ;  and  is  an- 
swered, ^'Out  yonder,"  in  a  northerly  direction. 
The  next  inquiry  is  why  "  they  never  showed 
theirselves,"  and  the  response,  "  Because  they're 
afraid  of  being  catched." 

Another  infant  asks  his  nurse  "  Who  made  the 
sea  ?  "  and  gets,  of  course,  the  proper  answer. 
He  then  requests  to  be  informed  "  why  it  was 
allowed  to  drownd  people  ?"  and,  as  the  servant-girl 
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couldn't  tell  liim,  she  calls  him  a  wicked  child, 
gives  him  a  slap,  and  threatens  to  tell  his  mamma 
of  his  goings  on  directly  they  reach  home. 

On  Sunday  afternoons  the  jetty  is  crowded  with 
people  to  see  the  London  excursion  boats  come  in, 
and  some  of  the  ladies  whose  husbands  have  dis- 
appointed them  on  the  Saturday  are  out  to  see 
if  they  will  be  more  fortunate  that  afternoon. 
One  mamma,  in  a  gorgeous  claret  velvet  mantle, 
trimmed  with  black  lace,  remarks  to  her  friend 
*'that  if  Mr.  Chase  disappointed  her  again  that 
day  it  would  be  very  inconvenient,'^  which  means 
of  course,  that  Mr.  Chase  hadn't  sent  her  any 
money,  and  they  were  bothering  her  at  the 
lodgings^ 

As  the  first  Sunday  steamer  comes  alongside 
of  the  jetty  we  make  towards  the  landing-place, 
in  order  that  we  may  witness  the  affectionate 
meetings  of  the  truant  papas  with  the  disappointed 
mammas.  On  reaching  the  platform,  we  find 
that  the  ladies  have  all  rushed  to  the  sides ;  so 
we  gaze  in  rapture  upon  the  bright  forms  ranged 
against  the  railings,  like  flowers  around  a 
dancing-room,  and    for  five  minutes   study  the 
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different  backs  and  shoulders  presented  to  our 
view.' 

Some  are  stout,  rounds  and  soft -looking  as  sacks 
of  flour ;  some  are  thin,  and  kite-shaped,  with 
dresses  as  tight  as  the  bladder  on  the  top  of  a  pot 
of  jam;  others  have  the  shoulder-blades  sticking 
out,  like  the  hip-bones  of  a  thin  horse ;  and  all 
are  in  the  exact  attitude  required  for  a  game  at 
leap-frog. 

But  our  sympathy  is  mostly  excited  for  a  very 
lovely  creature  with  a  skin  as  smooth  as  a  dessert- 
plate,  who  every  now  and  then  raises  herself  on 
her  toes,  showing  a  couple  of  small  feet  that  at- 
tract our  eyes  as  points  do  electricty.  Her  little 
brother — an  agreeable  and  plump  child  in  High- 
land costume — keeps  asking  her  if  she  sees 
Charley,  and  then  her  white  neck  stretches  out 
like  a  pigeon's.  Presently  her  lace  mantle  be- 
comes violently  agitated  and  likely  to  be  torn,  as 
she  in  recognition  shakes  a  hand  small  enough 
for  the  dial  of  a  watch.  Her  agitation  is  too  great 
for  her  to  be  a  sister,  and  we  rush  to  the  side 
to  see  this  puppy  of  the  Charles  breed,  who,  we 
find,  has  struck  an  attitude  of  patronising  affec- 

I  2 
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tion,  and  waves  a  handkerchief  with  a  violet 
border. 

The  gentlemen  who  come  down  by  these  boats 
are  very  fond  of  wearing  net  ties  and  shiny  oil- 
cloth hats,  which,  with  their  dirty  white  gloves, 
impart  to  them  the  appearance  of  full-dress  sailors, 
and  of  course  convince  everybody  with  the  idea 
that  they  keep  yachts.  We  are  sorry  to  find  that 
most  of  the  ladies  are  not  dressed  with  that  care 
and  elegance  which  produce  a  thrill  in  an  un- 
married man.  When  a  slight  shower  of  rain 
came  on,  it  hurt  our  feelings  to  see  gowns  turned 
up  over  the  bonnets,  displaying  to  our  startled  eyes 
a  mouse-coloured  lining,  and  we  sighed  when  the 
pea-green,  brimstone,  dove-coloured,  and  other 
mantles  were  shifted  to  the  wrong  side  outwards, 
exhibiting  frayed  interiors,  with  cotton  wool  stick- 
ing out  at  the  slits.  But  the  visitors  by  the  Sun- 
day steamers  had  been  numerous,  and  the  toilettes, 
although  distingue,  were  some  of  them  considerably 
worn. 

We  notice  two  boats  circling  towards  the  land- 
ing-place, and  we  hurry  to  have  a  look  at  their 
cargo.     They  are  crammed   to  half-way   up  the 
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masts ;  a  black  mass  piled  up  like  tea  in  a  grocer's 
window,  making  the  boat  lean  on  one  side  with 
the  weight.  "  Dear  me  !  ^'  remarks  an  elegant 
young  lady,  '' I  never  see  such  riff-raff!"  and  a 
sweet  babe  who  declares  it  beholds  its  papa  among 
the  passengers,  gets  a  thump  on  its  back  that 
makes  its  tongue  shoot  out,  for  daring  to  sup- 
pose its  father  capable  of  being  among  such 
company. 

As  the  fresh  comers  ascend  the  stairs  of  the 
landing-place,  the  youths  of  Margate  begin  to 
"chaff''  them,  telling  one  who  has  a  cold-tea 
countenance  that  ''he  looks  uncommonly  nice 
after  his  trip,"  and  assuring  a  lady  in  a  richly- 
printed  Indian  shawl  that  "  her  young  man  has 
been  asking  after  her."  These  ^vitticisms  serve 
to  enliven  the  monotony  of  the  afternoon,  and  to 
make  everybody  feel  merry  and  good-tempered. 

The  sea-bathing  at  Margate  has  the  reputation 
of  being  far  more  animated  than  on  any  other 
part  of  the  coast.  Indeed,  Paterfamilias  is  con- 
tinually writing  letters  to  the  prude  Telegraph  on 
this  delicate  subject.  Not  having  ourselves  wit- 
nessed any  of  those  "  dreadful  scenes  that  outrage 
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public  decency^' — that  is  the  usual  phrase — we 
are  unable  to  say  how  far  these  strictures  are 
merited. 

There  is  a  waiting-room  in  High  Street,  where 
the  customers  retire  until  the  machines  are  ready, 
a  waiting-room  which  has  been  fitted-up  with 
every  luxury,  including  yesterday's  newspaper, 
and  a  piano  with  a  rich  banjo  twang.  On  the 
occasion  of  our  visit  we  had  the  pleasure  of 
witnessing  a  skirmish  between  a  musical  and  a 
literary  bather.  An  old  gentleman  was  in  the 
middle  of  a  profound  statistical  article  when  a 
mamma  told  her  little  girl  to  begin  a  polka.  A 
leader  on  the  state  of  the  crops  and  ^'  The  Firefly  " 
can  never  agree  together ;  and  the  politician,  who 
felt  himself  beginning  to  read  to  the  tune,  grew 
red,  shuffled  his  slippers,  and  kept  looking  over 
the  outspread  journal,  as  if  peeping  over  a  blind. 
But  the  tender  mother  knew  nothing  of  all  this, 
and  only  said  in  a  mild  voice,  '^  Not  so  fast,  Selina, 
mind  your  time,  my  dear ! ''  until  at  length  the 
savage  old  man  jumped  up  as  if  a  bee  had  stung 
him,  and,  with  a  look  that  would  have  made  a  dog 
howl,  left  the  room. 
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We,  after  a  time,  find  ourselves  in  possession  of 
a  machine  with  a  blue  door  and  a  very  wet  carpet, 
highly  sanded,  and  feel  ourselves  insulted  by 
having  two  towels  handed  to  us  which  are  no 
larger  than  sheets  of  blotting-paper.  Just  as  we 
are  about  to  remonstrate  the  jolting  box  begins 
to  move,  and  we  are  sent  bumping  about  from 
side  to  side  like  a  weaver's  shuttle.  It  is  worse 
than  riding  in  a  hay-cart,  and  impresses  us  with 
the  belief  that  we  are  being  sifted  hke  cinders. 
At  last  we  are  in  the  sea  with  the  waves  splashing 
up  against  the  machine,  and  making  a  gurgling 
noise  among  the  wheels,  and  shaking  the  door,  as 
if  they  were  trying  to  come  inside  and  wash  our 
clothes. 

We  have  been  told  of  men  who  take  cold  baths 
in  vvinter,  and  even  send  the  servant  to  the  river 
to  break  the  ice  with  the  kitchen  poker,  so  as  to 
have  their  dip.  Those  men  are  riddles.  To  us 
cold  water  always  has  the  same  effect  as  a  cut 
with  a  sharp  razor,  and  we  do  not  like  either. 

How  cautiously  we  commence  bathing,  first  dip- 
ping in  the  toe  to  discover  what  the  temperature 
is,   and    then  withdrawing  it,  and    thinking    we 
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would  go  back  and  have  a  warm  bath  instead  !  Bufe 
shame  revives  our  courage  when,  looking  through 
the  little  window  in  the  side,  we  see  a  pink  child 
being  dipped  into  the  waves  like  a  rag  by  two 
strong  heartless  women.  "Shall  we,  a  man,'^ 
we  thought,  ^'  be  out-braved  by  a  child  ?  No  !  '* 
and  in  we  go ;  but,  as  we  live,  it  was  as  nasty  as 
senna  tea  for  breakfast.  How  far  we  went  down, 
or  for  what  space  of  time  we  remained  under 
water,  we  cannot  tell,  but  it  seemed  an  age,  and 
as  deep  as  a  pit-shaft ;  and  the  water  was  roaring 
in  our  ears,  as  if  it  knew  we  hated  it.  We  felt 
as  that  wretched  mouse  must  feel  under  the  air- 
pump,  and  gasped  for  breath  like  a  trout  on  the 
grass.  "  Catch  us  doing  this  agaiu/^  we  said  to 
ourselves.  But  after  a  time  we  grew  accustomed 
to  the  sport,  and  commenced  elegant  gambols  in 
the  waves,  striking  out  first  with  one  hand  and 
then  with  the  other,  sometimes  darting  through 
the  billows  like  a  long  silver  fish,  then  paddling 
like  a  dog,  and  altogether  delighted  with  our 
swimming  powers. 

Whilst  bathing,  we  made  the  acquaintance  of 
a   gentleman  whom   we   shall,   of  course,   never 
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recognise  again,  and  had  a  long  chit-chat  with 
him  about  affairs  in  general.  He  had  just  risen 
from  a  plunge  when  we  first  beheld  him,  and  with 
an  open  mouth — which,  from  the  absence  of 
teeth,  looked  like  a  red-lined  x>orte-monnaie — was 
trying  to  recover  his  scattered  senses.  His  first 
phrase  was,  ^^  Oh !  the  water  makes  me  sick  !  '^  at 
which  we  pretended  to  be  surprised,  and  laughed. 
With  our  heads  just  above  the  water,  and  a  frill 
of  waves  round  our  necks,  we  began  our  con- 
versation. He  told  us  that  the  number  of  visitors 
by  the  Saturday  boats  amounted  to  1,900,  whilst 
the  greatest  number  last  year  was  only  1,400.  He 
further  informed  us  that  many  of  the  visitors  had 
been  forced  to  walk  the  streets  all  night  or  sleep 
in  bathing  machines ;  for  that  beds  were  as  diffi- 
cult to  get  as  change  for  a  twenty-pound  note. 
He  would  have  told  us  a  great  many  other  won- 
derful things  if  a  savage  wave  had  not  come  and 
covered  us  both  over  as  with  a  table-cloth,  and 
sent  us  wheezing  and  growling  back  to  our 
wooden  boxes. 

In  the  High-street,  some   little    distance  past 
those    wooden    booths    where    you    may  buy  a 


122  FACES   FOR   FORTUNES. 

walking-stick,  then  go  into  the  next  and  have 
your  hair  cut  and  curled,  and  afterwards  step 
next  door  and  take  a  bath,  is  the  well-known 
bazaar  called  the  "  Boulevard" — why  it  is  so 
singularly  named  we  cannot  say,  any  more  than 
we  can  tell  why  some  sweetmeats  are  called  bulFs- 
eyes,  or  what  alicampaine  means. 

This  bazaar  consists  of  a  long-necked  passage, 
which  on  the  occasion  of  our  visit  we  noticed  was 
papered  with  the  history  of  Telemachus,  and 
which  led  to  a  bottle-shaped  room  at  the  end, 
where  the  concerts  are  given.  Under  the  different 
incidents  in  Fenelon's  romance  were  ranged  the 
stalls.  Where  Telemachus  and  Mentor  land 
after  the  shipwreck  you  could  purchase  pomatum, 
fans,  combs,  &c.,  and  everything  such  distressed 
gentlemen  might  consider  necessary  for  their 
toilet  after  so  melancholy  an  event.  At  that 
portion  of  the  novel  where  Telemachus  is  relating 
his  history  to  Calypso,  there  were  French  clocks 
and  chimney  ornaments  enough  to  have  turned 
her  cave  into  the  most  elegant  boudoir ;  and  when 
we  arrived  at  the  illustration  of  the  young  Greek 
hunting  with  the  nymphs,  we  found  whips,  rock- 
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ing-horses,  and  trumpets  in  the  most  sportsman- 
like abundance. 

The  concert  going  on  in  the  large  room  at  the 
end  was  both  vocal  and  instrumental,  "  from  the 
first  operas."  A  crowded  audience  of  gratuitous 
listeners  were  seated  on  the  benches  around, 
wondering  at  the  strength  of  lungs  exhibited  by 
a  small  boy  on  the  cornet-a -piston,  and  delighted 
with  the  little  girl  in  pink  who  played  the  piano, 
her  tiny  fingers  pecking  at  the  notes  like  so  many 
birds  feeding. 

Raffling  seems  to  be  carried  on  to  an  alarming 
extent  at  this  bazaar.  There  were  fom-  tables  for 
immediate  gambling;  and  hung  up  against  the 
walls  were  printed  raffles  for  futui-e  dicing,  more 
or  less  filled  up,  where  hundreds  of  members 
were  to  throw  for  tea-services,  or  clocks  and 
lustres,  and  gold  necklets.  In  one  of  these 
forms  we  observed  the  names  of  Marie  and 
Emilie,  and  as  they  were,  we  thought,  pretty 
names,  and  possibly  belonging  to  pretty  owners, 
we  hoped  to  goodness  they  might  win. 

There  is  another  bazaar  higher  up,  called  after 
its  proprietor,  Mr.  Jolly,  and  conducted  on  the 
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same  sporting  principles.  This  elegant  establish- 
ment is  possessed  of  a  wheel  of  fortune,  in  which 
there  are  no  blanks,  but  all  prizes;  and  you 
cannot  win  less  than  a  penny  bundle  of  hair-pins 
for  your  sixpence.  It  was  here  that  we  saw  some 
very  choice  works  of  art  in  papier-mache,  con- 
sisting of  work-tables,  with  moonlight  and  light- 
house effects  in  mother-o'-pearl.  At  a  little 
distance  the  black  tops  with  the  white  specks  in 
them  reminded  us  of  black  puddings  dotted  with 
lumps  of  lard;  but  they  were  very  beautiful 
nevertheless,  and  so  polished  that  the  flies  could 
scarcely  walk  on  them. 

They  had  only  got  a  piano  in  the  concert-room 
at  Jolly's,  which,  after  the  performing  boy  and 
girl  at  the  Boulevard,  seemed  mean  ;  but  as  we 
bought  nothing,  and  had  entered  without  paying, 
we  did  not  like  to  complain.  We  were  fortunate 
enough  to  hear  Herr  Simmondo  perform  his 
celebrated  selections  from  "  Moses  in  Egypt," 
and  we  shall  never  forget  the  feeling  he  threw 
into  the  passage  describing  the  men  of  Israel 
gathering  the  spoils  from  the  drowned  Egyptians. 
We  had  also  an  opportunity  of  inspecting  some 
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very  wonderful  specimens  of  shell-work,  really 
very  ingenious  and  perfect,  in  wliich,  by  making 
the  body  of  an  animal  or  bird  with  a  speckled 
shell,  and  adding  legs,  necks,  and  tails  of  a  curious 
composition  (a  secret)  like  hard-baked  pie-crust, 
a  perfect  resemblance  to  any  living  creature,  from 
a  lion  to  a  cock,  is  insured.  These  images  form 
excessively  neat  chimney-ornaments  for  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  by  putting  your  ear  to  the  animal's 
stomach,  you  can  tell,  by  the  noise  in  its  inside, 
whether  the  sea  is  rough  or  not. 


That  Margate  is  rakishly  inclined  is  evident, 
for  it  has  gardens  where  dancing,  comic  singing, 
and  fireworks  are  nightly  indulged  in  during  the 
season.  The  masters  of  the  ceremonies  are  the 
most  graceful  men  who  ever  wore  white  cravats. 
It  is  here  that  some  irresistibly  comic  gentleman 
is  engaged  to  sing  every  night  in  character. 
Another  professional  is  that  charming  young  lady 
who  often  has  offers  of  marriage  made  to  her 
after  warbling  one  of  her  ballads — indeed,  a  pro- 
fessor of  the  German  flute  is  said  to  have  blown 


1.26  FACES   FOR   FORTUNES. 

out  his  brains  for  her  sake  just  after  ''  Chirp,  my 
pretty  Dickie,  chirp/^  came  out. 

The  author  of  the  local  guide-book,  after 
enumerating  the  delights  of  these  beautiful 
gardens,  is  suddenly  seized  with  a  poetic  fit,  and, 
without  the  aid  of  smelling-salts  or  burnt  feathers, 
exclaims — 

*^Here  may  the  pensive  visitor  with  pleasure 
sit  beneath  the  weeping  willows'  shade,  and  gaze 
upon  the  gently  gliding  stream,  in  which,  with 
blithe  security,  the  finny  race  their  graceful 
gambols  ply,  and  lofty  elms  their  venerable 
heads  reflect;  and  here  may  the  lovers  of 
melodious  sounds  their  sweetest  charms  enjoy, 
while  borne  upon  the  balmy  evening  breeze  they 
strike  the  enraptured  ear.  In  these  gardens  the 
migratory  nightingale  takes  up  her  short  abode, 
and  here  may  the  admirer  of  her  varied,  soft, 
and  thrilling  melody  enjoy  her  solitary  and  even- 
ing chant.  ^' 

After  reading  this  we  hired  a  fly,  and  drove  to 
Tivoli.  It  was  a  beautiful  night,  with  the  moon 
shining  against  the  dark-blue  sky  like  a  silver 
nail  on  a  coffin-cloth.     Light  clouds  streaked  the 
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heavens  as  if  some  old  witcli  had  been  sweeping 
them  with  her  broom,  and  each  object  in  the  land- 
scape, tipped  with  the  bright  moonlight  on  one 
side  and  black  with  the  dark  shadows  on  the 
other,  looked  cool  as  if  we  were  surveying  a  snow 
scene.  We  passed  by  a  field,  with  the  grass- 
hoppers singing  like  the  crickets  at  a  baker^s,  and 
having  successfully  resisted  the  furious  attempts 
of  the  wind  to  make  off  with  our  hat  and  untie 
our  neckerchief,  we  found  oui'selves  at  the  en- 
trance gates  of  the  gardens. 

We  paid  our  shilling  to  a  gas-illumined  man, 
and  walked  into  the  grounds.  The  footpath 
seemed  to  have  been  cut  through  a  plantation  of 
tall  trees,  which  grew  up  irregularly  on  each  side, 
and  formed  a  kind  of  tunnel  with  their  branches, 
making  the  aii'  so  dark,  that  if  it  had  not  been 
for  the  gashghts  burning  at  the  end,  we  should 
have  bumped  ourselves  black  and  blue  against  the 
trunks  about  us.  There  was  a  pond  surrounded 
by  white  posts,  so  completely  thatched  in  with 
overhanging  boughs,  that  it  was  only  by  the  little 
speck  of  moonUght  that  rested  on  the  centre  like  a 
floating  lamp  that  we  could  tell  thatthere  was  water. 
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We  were  surprised  to  find  the  gardens  ap- 
parently deserted.  A  desperate  man  might  un- 
restrained have  committed  suicide,  even  in  the 
centre  of  the  principal  flower-bed.  We  coughed 
and  then  whistled,  but  no  one  appeared ;  yet  the 
grand  illuminations  were  lighted — there  was  the 
magnificent  star  of  yellow  paint,  adorned  with 
coloured  lamps,  and  the  variously -tinted  festoons 
were  suspended  from  tree  to  tree  like  ropes  of 
transparent  onions.  We  grew  excessively  nervous 
with  the  solitude,  and  felt  inclined  to  run  away 
and  give  information  to  the  police. 

Presently  a  trumpet  sounded,  and  we  hurried 
in  the  direction  of  the  notes.  Now  the  mystery 
was  solved,  for  we  found  the  visitors,  about  thirty 
in  number,  assembled  in  a  dancing-hall,  which 
was  large  enough  to  have  held  a  thousand.  It 
looked  as  if  a  private  party  were  being  given. 
We  thought  to  ourselves,  *'  Unless  everybody  eats 
and  drinks  a  great  deal,  the  gardens  will  not  clear 
their  expenses  to-night." 

Most  of  the  gentlemen  wore  straw  rowing-hats 
or  smoking -caps,  and  many  of  the  ladies  had 
taken  their  mantles  and  bonnets  off,  and  seemed 
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to  be  in  full  dress.  There  were  eight  musicians 
and  four  masters  of  the  ceremonies,  which  is 
nearly  at  the  rate  of  one  performer,  and  half  a 
dancing  master  to  every  four  visitors. 

We  had  the  great  pleasure  of  hearing  the 
comic  gentleman  deliver  a  medley  song,  at  the 
conclusion  of  which  he  danced  about  the  plat- 
form, saying,  '^  Sing  li-to-ro !  to-ro,  ilal,  ilal, 
ilay.^'  He  was  very  much  applauded,  and  in 
return  was  so  obliging  as  to  give  us  another  song. 
This  time  he  came  on  dressed  as  a  charwoman, 
and  his  theme  was  "  Charming  Woman,''  one 
verse  of  which  we  remember  : — 

*'  She  can  coax  and  scold  him  too, 
And  whop  him  till  he's  black  and  blue, 
And  leave  him  and  still  be  true — 

Woman,  charming  woman,  oh  !  " 

Whenever  the  singer  had  occasion  to   mention 

"  woman,"  he  did  so  in  a  very  handsome  manner, 

as  if   he  were  fond  of  the  sex,  throwing  great 

fervour  into    his  voice,   and  complimenting    the 

object  of  his  adoration  with  a  powerful  high  note. 

We  left  Tivoh  just  as  the  brilliant  display  of 

fireworks  was  about  to  be  let  off,  for  we  knew 

we    should    see    them    just     as    well    outsider. 
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We  never  remember  to  have  passed  a  more  de- 
lightful evening,  or  one  more  free  from  bustle 
and  excitement. 

We  had  scarcely  passed  through  the  gates 
before  we  heard  the  roar  of  ascending  rockets, 
and  turning  round  we  saw  the  golden  streak  of 
fire  mounting  ^in  the  air  and  beheld  it  explode 
with  a  faint  ginger-beer  bang,  and  froth  over 
with  a  few  green  stars.  There  were  three  of  these 
rockets,  and  then  the  entertainment  appeared  to 
have  ended. 

We  reached  Margate  as  the  lights  were  being 
put  out,  and  the  bedroom  blinds  pulled  down. 
The  London  Muslin  Company,  with  a  line  of  gas 
jets  illuminating  the  shop-front,  was  just  taking 
from  the  window  its  stock  of  choice  dresses  at 
2s,  Sd.  We  found  our  friend  the  aged  tenor  with 
his  harmonicon  still  warbling  under  the  windows, 
but  in  fainter  strains,  as  if  worn  out  with 
wandering.  He  had  his  audience  though,  for  a 
casement  was  opened,  and  a  mouth  full  of  food 
asked,  "Can  you  sing  'My  love  is  like  a  red, 
red  rose?''"  Of  course  he  said  he  could,  but 
when  he  commenced  his  serenade  we  could  not 
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for  the  life  of  us  perceive  any  difference  between 
it  and  the  ballad  he  had  last  sung. 

When  the  Emperor  of  Russia  is  in  want  of 
soldiers,  he  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  sign  an 
ukase,  and  in  less  than  a  month  the  desired 
number  of  men  are  herded  together,  penned  up 
in  the  imperial  barracks,  ruddled  with  the  im- 
perial blue  oclire  regimentals,  and  ready  to  be 
slaughtered  for  the  imperial  ambition.  The 
Czar  manages  such  matters  as  easily  as  Baron 
Eothschild,  when  he  writes  a  check  for  twenty 
poimds.  The  order  for  the  imperial  thousands 
is  certain  to  be  honoured ;  the  only  difficulty 
being  as  to  how  his  Majesty  would  Hke  to  receive 
the  amount,  whether  in  youths  in  their  golden 
prime,  or  men  in  their  silvery  old  age. 

This  is  the  way  in  which  recruiting  for  the 
army  is  carried  on  in  Eussia  : — A  village  is  sur- 
rounded by  troops.  The  night-time  is  chosen, 
because  then  all  the  inhabitants  are  supposed  to 
be  in  their  homes.  The  officer  in  command  has 
been  furnished  with  a  list,  containing  the  name, 

sex,  and  age  of  each  villager.     Every  house  is 

E  2 
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visited,  and  the  condemned  conscripts  dragged 
from  their  beds,  and  at  once  sent  off  to  the  rear. 
It  is  useless  for  the  poor  wretches  to  conceal 
themselves  in  cellars  or  garrets  :  if  the  son  is 
not  forthcoming,  the  mother  is  tortured  to  reveal 
the  hiding-place  of  her  child.  Bayonets  are 
thrust  into  straw  heaps  and  dark  places,  until 
the  cry  of  agony  betrays  the  crouching  victim. 

Imagine  the  fearful  scenes  at  sunrise  in  such 
a  village.  The  cattle  remain  in  the  stable,  for 
there  is  no  one  to  drive  them  into  the  field ;  the 
plough  lies  useless  under  the  shed,  for  weeds  to 
cover  and  birds  to  roost  upon.  The  hands  that 
guided  it  will  henceforth  grasp  nothing  but  the 
musket.  Through  the  mournful  silence  is  heard 
the  despairing  moan  of  the  aged  mother  mum- 
bling for  the  son,  the  support  of  her  old  days, 
who,  with  his  hands  bound  behind  him,  is  being 
-forced  at  the  bayonet's  point  to  leave  her  to 
starve  and  die.  Then  comes  the  fearful  scream 
of  the  wife,  calling  upon  the  husband  to  return 
and  provide  food  for  his  children,  whilst  he,  poor 
■wretch ! — bound  hand  and  foot,  and  thrown  into 
•a   cart  —  is  planning    impossible    escapes,   and 
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swearing    vengeauce    that    can    never    be    exe- 
cuted. 

Now,  in  England  we  manage  these  military 
matters  in  a  more  gentlemanly  and  pleasant 
manner.  We  coax  our  young  heroes  into  the 
path  of  glory,  instead  of  driving  them  like  so 
many  cattle  to  market.  If  that  gallant  and  de- 
serving officer,  Sergeant  Gumbleton,  is  hunting 
after  recruits,  what  does  he  do  ?  He  issues  a 
placard,  stating  that  he  is  in  want  of  500  spirited 
young  men,  who  are  to  apply  to  him  personally 
at  the  bar  of  the  "  Marquis  of  Granby."  He  has 
this  placard  posted  up  outside  the  War-office, 
and  on  lamp-posts  and  dead  walls.  All  the 
spirited  young  men  in  the  parish  quickly  collect 
round  the  print,  and  taking  down  the  address, 
at  once  rush  to  the  rendezvous.  The  gallant 
sergeant  catches  his  men  as  servant  maids  do 
black-beetles — with  beer.  "WTien  the  spirited- 
young  men  arrive  at  the  public-house,  they  find 
the  brave  Gumbleton  surrounded  by  bright, 
pewter  tankards,  ready  to  drink  with  them  and^ 
shake  them  by  the  hand  in  the  most  friendly 
manner. 
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How  safe  and  pleasant  a  profession  does  that 
of  arms  appear  to  the  youth  when  standing  at 
the  bar  of  the  "  Marquis  of  Granby  !  "  There 
the  only  chance  of  death  is  from  the  temporary 
suspension  of  vital  energy,  caused  by  total  in- 
toxication ;  the  only  visible  engine  of  destruction 
is  the  one  used  for  drawing  the  beer  from  the 
cellar.  As  the  men  drink  they  grow  bold,  and 
listen  with  delight  to  Sergeant  Gumbleton's 
stories  of  plunder  and  glory,  and  "  when  he  was 
at  Waterloo."  Before  many  pots  of  porter  have 
been  emptied,  the  spirited  young  men  have  taken 
the  shilling,  and,  with  streamers  stuck  in  their 
hats  and  caps,  have  given  in  their  names  as 
willing  to  serve  their  Queen  and  country. 

When  the  news  arrives  of  a  victory  such  as 
that  of  the  Alma,  there  is  no  difficulty  in 
obtaining  recruits.  The  youths  out  of  employ 
become  fired  with  ambition,  and  rush  in  a  body 
to  demand  the  bounty  money.  Then  you  see 
those  long  lines  of  ragged  and  dirty-looking 
men,  hurrying  through  the  streets  with  Sergeant 
Gumbleton  at  their  head.  They  never  stop, 
unless  it  is  to  storm  a  gin-palace  or  attack  a  cook- 
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shop.  These  terrible  men  of  war  are  chiefly 
carters  out  of  work ;  3'oung  shop -boys  without  a 
character;  cobblers  who  have  pawned  their  tools; 
or  railway  navvies  who  are  "  on  the  spree." 
Their  various  costumes  generally  consist  of 
leather  aprons  and  shirt  sleeves ;  smock-frocks 
and  lace-up  boots;  seedy  black  coats  and  no 
visible  Linen. 

Of  late  the  largest  number  of  recruits  have 
been  obtained  from  the  militia  regiments.  This 
system  of  obtaining  volunteers  for  the  line  has 
almost  put  an  end  to  the  occupation  of  such  men 
as  Sergeant  Gumbleton.  The  militia  is  called 
the  nursery  of  the  army.  There  the  suckling 
heroes  are  first  taught  "  to  feel  their  legs,"  and 
initiated  into  the  art  of  walking  properly.  The 
corporal  is  the  nurse  who  has  to  see  that 
the  boys  are  properly  washed  and  dressed ;  who 
takes  them  out  walking,  teaches  them  their 
lessons,  and  makes  them  mind  what  is  said  to 
them. 

"We  must  confess  that  this  militia  movement 
has  done  a  great  deal  of  good,  despite  all  that 
the    most    determined    peace- society    members 
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could  advance  against  it.  There  is  many  a 
poor  working  man,  whom  the  hard  winter  would 
have  driven  either  into  the  workhouse  or  the 
county  gaol,  if  the  miUtia  regiments  had  not 
heen  open  to  him.  When  the  outcast  finds  his 
coat  dropping  ofi*,  tatter  hy  tatter — scratched 
from  his  hack,  like  wool  from  a  sheep,  hy  rub- 
bing  against  the  thorns  of  want,  when,  despite 
the  sweets  of  liberty,  he  grows  tired  of  living  on 
orange-peel  picked  out  of  the  gutter ;  when  pump 
water  commences  to  pall  on  the  palate,  then  he 
begins  to  think  of  what  he  shall  do  next — rob  or 
*'go  sodgering;"  and  generally  he  prefers  the 
billet  to  the  prison. 

Then  comes  the  change.  As  he  stands  under 
the  measuring-stick,  having  his  regimental  height 
taken,  it  is  as  if  a  tailor  was  waiting  upon 
him  taking  his  dimensions  for  a  suit  of  new 
clothes.  The  dank  rags  are  picked  off  like  paper 
from  butter,  and  a  warm  coat  takes  their  place. 
The  bones  begin  to  feel  warm.  A  clean  shirt 
sits  like  satin  on  the  skin ;  soap  and  water  do 
their  work ;  and,  as  the  body  begins  to  breathe 
again,  it  takes  in  with  the  air  a  little  personal 
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pride  and  dignity.  It  is  like  painting  up  an  old 
shed,  or  furnishing  a  garret. 

To  purge  him  of  his  former  self- disrespect, 
money  is  put  into  the  recruit's  pocket.  He 
washes  away  his  past  misery  with  beer,  cleanses 
the  inner  man  in  that  mental  wash-tub  of  the 
poor — the  pewter-pot.  "  Meat  begins  to  tell 
upon  him,"  as  they  themselves  say.  "  He  grows 
proud,  and  picks  his  teeth  like  a  nobleman.'^ 
Ah!  what  a  blessing  is  that  same  meat  and 
di-ink.  Of  what  avail  are  all  the  moral  doctrines 
in  the  world  without  a  fuU  stomach  to  lay  them 
on  to?  As  well  sow  grain  on  paving  stones. 
But  mix  up  your  morality  with  food,  butter  your 
crust  of  virtue,  and  then  give  it  to  the  starving 
creature,  and  down  it  goes,  and  sinks  into  the 
mind,  and  nourishes  and  strengthens  it. 

"When  once  a  man  has  enlisted  into  the  militia, 
he  is  forced  to  become  a  better  being.  We  must 
remember  that  freedom  not  only  means  the  un- 
restricted use  of  limb,  but  also  that  of  mind. 
The  vagrant  who  has  indulged  his  privilege  of 
tramping  all  England,  also  knows  the  slang  dic- 
tionary and  robber^s  code  by  heart.     Catch  Pri- 
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vate  Bobbins  of  the  militia  using  bad  language 
or  "borrowing"  stray  property  without  permis- 
sion. Sergeant  Gumbleton  would  be  down  upon 
him,  sharp  and  quick  as  a  postman's  knock,  and 
Bobbins  would  be  taught  to  "  choose  his  words  " 
and  act  honestly,  by  a  three  days'  confinement 
in  that  preparatory  school  for  young  militiamen 
— the  black  hole. 

We  were  living  at  Hampstead — that  quiet  and 
improving  suburb,  so  celebrated  for  its  pure  air 
and  impure  water,  its  farze  bushes  and  tea 
parties — when  the  enlistment  for  the  Eoyal  East 
Middlesex  Militia  was  being  carried  on  with  the 
utmost  energy.  On  a  sudden  Hampstead  became 
full  of  soldiers — choking,  saturated  with  them. 
The  yellow  roads  were  dotted  with  uniforms  as 
thickly  as  a  corn-field  with  poppies,  and  the 
heath,  speckled  with  red  coats,  was  like  a  huge 
scarlet  geranium  in  full  bloom. 

Go  where  you  would,  you  met  soldiers ;  they 
were  as  numerous  as  sparrows  at  a  pea- 
sowing.  They  were  in  tobacconists'  shops,  stuf- 
fing tufts  of  damp  weed  into  little  rusty  iron 
boxes ;  they  were  outside  all  the  public -houses, 
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looking  as  tliii'sty  as  sheep  dogs,  and  ready  to 
sell  their  front  teeth  for  "  half-a-pint  o'  beer ;  " 
they  were  at  the  stable  yards,  chewing  bits  of 
straw,  and  flicking  the  horses  as  they  passed; 
they  were  on  drying  grounds,  hanging  up  wet 
linen,  or  carrjdng  home  boots,  or  they  were 
holding  horses,  beating  carpets,  pulling  trucks  ; 
in  fact,  they  were  everywhere  doing  everything 
and  nothing,  from  throwing  stones  at  a  dog  to 
tossing  a  pieman  or  nursing  a  baby. 

When  the  weather  was  fine,  the  regiment  as- 
sembled for  drill  on  the  lower  heath.  The  officers 
seemed  to  treat  their  men  as  linendrapers  do 
their  goods,  for  they  put  the  best  ones  in  front 
to  be  looked  at.  The  advanced  ranks  appeared 
to  have  thoroughly  learnt  the  mechanism  of  their 
business.  They  handled  their  guns  *''  as  if  they 
felt  them,^'  and  executed  all  the  commands 
smartly  with  a  click.  They  threw  out  their  legs 
neatly  as  a  trotting  horse. 

But  behind,  far  behind,  as  though  they  were 
kept  out  of  sight  for  shame^s  sake,  were  the 
country  louts,  the  unbroken-in  specimens  of  the 
raw    material.      These  youths  walked    as    cart 
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horses  do,  as  though  their  big  feet  were  too 
heavy  to  be  lifted  on  a  sudden.  It  was  like 
moving  old  oak  furniture,  to  put  them  through 
their  steps.  No  wonder  every  ten  of  them  re- 
quired a  corporal  or  sergeant  to  themselves. 
The  poor  tutor  shouted  and  screamed  until  he 
was  hoarse  and  husky,  as  if  he  had  swallowed  a 
thistle.  If  he  said,  "  Left  leg  forwards,"  out  came 
the  right  ones,  and,  as  the  mistake  was  being 
rectified,  the  heavy  militia  high-lows  grated  along 
the  ground  like  a  wheel  with  the  drag  on. 

A  short  distance  off,  the  band  used  to  practise 
their  fife  and  drum  music.  All  the  boys  and 
girls  in  the  parish  were  there,  watching  with 
much  minuteness  the  long  pouting  lips  of  the 
fife-players,  and  following  the  fingers  bobbing 
about  the  holes.  How  they  drank  in  the 
music — cocoa-nut  milk  was  not  sweeter  to  them. 
The  performer  on  the  big  drum  was  an  es- 
pecial favourite,  from  the  vehemence  with  which 
he  flourished  his  sticks,  throwing  his  arms 
about  in  the  air,  as  though  he  were  drowning 
in  the  flowing  melody  of  the  instrument. 

There  were,  however,  several  individuals  pre- 
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sent,  who,  so  far  from  taking  any  interest  in  the 
scene,  looked  on  rather  with  disgust  and  con- 
tempt. Two  red  cows,  driven  away  from  their 
pastures  by  the  intruding  soldiers,  stood  quiet 
and  resigned  as  Red  Indian  chieftains  gazing 
on  their  lost  hunting-grounds.  When  the  troops 
depart,  these  animals  return  to  their  former 
possessions,  and  sniff  at  the  earth  until  the  dust 
flies  as  if  in  hatred  and  loathing.  They  were 
accompanied  by  a  flesh-coloured  sow  with  black 
patches  on  her  ribs  and  back,  looking  like 
blotting-paper  stained  with  ink-spots.  She,  too, 
seemed  by  her  gruntings  to  be  opposed  to  the 
mihtary  enthusiasm  of  the  day. 

All  those  who  wished  to  enlist  into  the  regi- 
ment had  to  present  themselves  at  the  mihtia- 
stores — a  dirty-looking,  dilapidated  cottage,  with 
a  verandah  in  front,  as  though  in  its  old  age  the 
two  parlour  windows  had  grown  weak-sighted, 
and  wore  a  green  shade.  We  entered  these  stores 
accompanied  by  a  young  gentleman,  who  was  de- 
sirous of  following  the  career  of  arms,  and  who 
said  he  was  eighteen,  though  fourteen  seemed 
more  like  the  truth.      The  chamber  where  the 
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measuring  took  place  had  once  been  the  drawing- 
room  ;  but  where  the  sofa  had  been  stood  regi- 
mental chests,  and  drums  instead  of  chairs  were 
ranged  against  the  wall.  There  was  the  big 
drum,  the  head  of  the  sheepskin  family,  with  a 
coat-of-arms  covering  his  naked  sides,  painted 
after  the  style  of  a  Punch-and-Judy-show  pro- 
scenium ;  and  there  were  nine  or  ten  smaller 
drums,  brown  young  gentlemen,  with  red  edges. 
One  or  two  of  them  had  been  stowed  away  in 
their  bed-tick  bags,  as  though  they  were  dead 
beaten  with  the  day's  performance,  and  had 
turned  in  for  the  night. 

The  measuring  machine  was  against  the  wall, 
and  a  bandsman  was  officiating  as  height-taker. 
Our  young  friend  having  slipped  off  his  boots, 
jumped  into  the  place,  stretching  out  his  neck, 
like  a  cock  about  to  fight,  in  the  hope  of  making 
himself  taller.  They  were  then  taking  at  that 
establishment  lads  of  eighteen,  if  they  were  not 
less  than  5  feet  4  inches  in  stature,  and  bore 
evidence  of  growing. 

Another  and  remarkably  seedy  youth,  who  had 
been  in  the  cobbling  line,  and  whose  trousers 
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shone  with  wax  and  grease  like  tarpaulin,  told 
us  that  he  had  that  day  "joined,"  because  he  had 
been  out  of  work  for  a  "month  or  more,  and 
was  tired  of  wanting  victuals,  than  which  nothing 
could  be  worser." 

Altogether  it  may  be  written  down  that  re- 
cruiting for  the  militia  did  its  good.  Hundreds 
of  young  fellows  who  were  only  fit  for  idling 
about,  merely  making  a  human  litter  in  the 
streets,  have  been  picked  up  and  stowed  away 
tidily  and  honourably  in  a  safe  place. 

In  France  the  assistance  of  mihtia  regiments 
in  filling  up  the  vacancies  in  the  regular  army  is 
not  needed,  for  every  male  born  in  that  martial 
land  is  a  soldier  gained,  and  fate,  in  the  shape  of 
the  lottery  of  the  conscription,  undertakes  the 
duties  of  our  amiable  recruiting  sergeants. 
Instead  of  catching  their  men  in  the  beer-house 
trap,  the  French  system  is  to  summon  forth  the 
fine  young  fellows,  and  after  a  few  turns  of  the 
wheel  of  fortune  march  off  the  unlucky  drawers 
to  shoulder  the  rifle  of  glory,  and  carry  the 
knapsacks,  which  are  supposed  to  contain  the 
materials  of  a  marshal's  baton.     The   privilege 
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in  question  is  not,  however,  so  highly  valued  as 
some  might  imagine.  It  is  honour,  like  that  of 
death  in  the  field  of  battle,  "  more  often  found 
than  sought,"  and  one  from  which  the  most 
ardent  Frenchman  who  ever  gazed  ecstatically 
upon  the  column  of  the  Place  Vendome  would 
gladly  be  exempted.  In  the  great  military  lot- 
tery the  blanks  alone  are  prizes,  while  the  num- 
bers which  give  their  holders  the  right  to  wear 
the  shako,  the  blue  coat,  the  red  trousers,  and 
the  spinach-coloured  epaulettes,  are  designated 
emphatically  as  "  mauvais  numeros''  The  draw- 
ing of  one  of  these  "  bad  numbers  "  is  to  a  rich 
man  a  piece  of  ill  luck ;  to  a  poor  man  it  is 
simply  a  catastrophe,  as  is  sufficiently  indicated 
in  the  popular  expression  "  tomher  au  sort.'' 

The  rich  man  of  course  purchases  a  substitute, 
for  if  anxious  to  serve  in  the  army  he  would  enter 
it  as  an  officer,  after  duly  qualifying  himself  in 
one  of  the  military  schools,  and  would  never 
submit  to  the  slight  indignity  and  very  great  in- 
convenience of  serving  in  the  ranks. 

The  poor  man,  if  he  can  procure  a  substitute 
at  all,  has  frequently  to  deprive  his  sister  of  her 
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intended  portion,  or  his  parents  of  the  small 
capital  which  enabled  them  to  cultivate  a  farm  or 
conduct  a  shop. 

The  man  without  resources  makes  the  best  he 
can  of  the  matter ;  sticks  the  fatal  number  in  the 
front  of  his  cap  to  show  how  proud  he  is  to  have 
drawn  a  mauvais  numero — as  the  others  stick 
their  successful  numbers  in  the  same  conspicuous 
places,  in  order  to  show  how  delighted  the}^  are 
to  have  drawn  de  hons  numeros;  and  the  one 
gets  drunk  from  despair  —  as  the  others  get 
drunk  from  excess  of  happiness. 

We  have  spoken  of  the  young  conscripts  as 
men,  because,  although  for  the  most  part  they  are 
only  18  years  of  age,  the  fact  of  their  having 
been  selected  to  perform  the  dangerous  operation 
of  "bleeding  for  their  country,^'  fully  entitles 
them,  in  our  opinion,  to  the  virile  epithet.  At 
the  age  of  18  every  young  man  who  is  not 
specially  exempted  from  serving,  either  from 
bodily  infirmity,  or  from  being  the  only  son,  or 
the  eldest  son  of  a  widow,  or  from  having  a 
brother  already  in  the  ranks,  must  present  him- 
self at  the  Hotel  de  Ville  or  Maine  of  the  town 
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or  arrondissement  to  wliicli  he  belongs,  and  run  the 
risk  of  being  chosen  as  one  of  the  defenders  of 
his  native  land. 

The  numbers  drawn  are  unlucky  in  proportion 
as  thej  are  low,  so  that  if  200  young  men  are 
about  to  draw,  and  only  10  of  them  are  required, 
those  who  obtain  numbers  less  than  11  alread}'- 
feel  the  bullet  in  their  hearts,  while  number  200 
has  no  more  chance  of  coming  into  contact  with 
a  bayonet  than  the  present  member  for  Eoch- 
dale.  In  the  case  which  we  have  just  sup- 
posed, it  must  not  be  imagined  that  all  the 
numbers  above  10  necessarily  carry  good  luck 
with  them.  Number  1  may  succeed  in  establish- 
ing some  special  right  to  exemption  from  service ; 
number  2  may  fortunately  be  without  the  tooth 
deemed  essential  for  the  proper  treatment  of  the 
cartridge ;  number  5  may  rejoice  in  a  stiffness  of 
the  trigger-finger ;  number  8  may  be  so  flat-footed 
as  to  be  incapable  of  long  marches ;  number  10 
so  diminutive,  that  the  enemy  would  have  no 
chance  of  hitting  him,  in  which  case  it  would 
evidently  be  unfair  to  give  him  a  chance  of  hit- 
ting the  enemy.     On  summoning   numbers   11, 
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12,  13,  1-4  and  15,  the  inspecting  officers  and 
surgeons  may,  perhaps,  discover  that  one  of  them 
is  deaf,  in  which  case  he  will  not  do  even  for  the 
artillery ;  that  another  is  in  a  consumption,  so 
that  the  village  doctor  can  dispose  of  him  even 
more  quickly  than  the  cannon  ;  and  that  the 
lungs  of  a  third  are  not  altogether  stethescope- 
proof.  Enter  numbers  16,  17,  and  18,  and  so 
on,  until  10  sound  men,  capable,  not  only  of 
dying  for  their  country,  but  also  of  living  for  it, 
can  be  found,  (Egros  fortuna  juvat,  and  health, 
which  is  generally  declared  to  be  the  first  of 
blessings,  is  often  looked  upon  by  the  young 
conscript  as  the  worst  of  curses. 

Of  course  it  is  a  very  fine  thing  to  die  for 
one's  country.  Alexandre  Dumas  says,  it  is  "  le 
sort  le  i:ilus  beau,  le  plus  digne  cVenvie,''  and 
Horace  has  written  that  it  is  "  clnlce  et  decorum.'' 
We  have  given  the  opinion  of  two  poets — in  two 
very  distinct  ages  born — one  belonging  to  the 
ancient  classical,  the  other  to  the  modern  ro- 
mantic school  ;  and  what  Horace  lauds,  and 
Dumas  recommends,  cannot  of  course  be  wrong. 
At  the  same  time,  it  may  be  disagreeable,  and 
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those  persons  who  choose  to  think  so,  may  re- 
member that  one  of  our  authorities  only  distin- 
guished himself  in  battle  by  running  away,  and 
that  the  other  never  served  in  any  army  except 
that  noble  army  of  grocers  once  known  as  the 
national  guard. 

Above  all,  it  must  be  disagreeable  when  a 
youth  has  a  home  which  he  loves  quite  as  much 
as  his  country,  and  a  mistress  whom  he  loves  a 
great  deal  more.  This  separation  from  every- 
thing that  is  dear  to  him  is  the  source  of  all  the 
grief  which  the  conscript  experiences,  and  the 
state  of  mind  so  vividly  suggested  by  Eossini's 
admirable  music  in  the  celebrated  duet  between 
Arnold  and  William  Tell,  when  the  former  is 
represented  hesitating  between  Switzerland  and 
his  betrothed,  must  often  have  been  experienced 
in  all  its  dramatic  intensity  by  the  young  con- 
script who  has  just  drawn  a  "  bad  number,"  and 
knows  that  his  mistress  is  outside  the  Mairie, 
trembling  for  the  result. 

As  the  French  have  a  greater  talent,  both  for 
making  love  and  making  war,  than  any  other 
nation,  we  should  think  the  struggle  in  the  heart 
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of  a  French  conscript  could  be  proved  to  be 
greater  than  that  which  would  take  place  in 
the  bosom  of  the  conscript  of  any  other  nation. 
This,  however,  is  an  ethical  proposition  to  which 
we  call  attention  without  pretending  to  demon- 
strate it. 

"When  once  the  separation  has  taken  place,  the 
sooner  the  conscript  forgets  his  Clarisse  the 
better.  If  he  expects  to  find  her  after  six  years' 
absence  ready  to  "  henir  ses  exploits/'  he  will,  in 
all  probability,  be  mistaken ;  and  to  be  mistaken 
in  a  case  of  this  kind,  is  to  be  broken-hearted. 
Besides,  a  soldier  in  love  is  no  soldier  at  all. 
It  can  never  be  pleasant  to  receive  a  mortal 
wound ;  but  how  bitter  must  be  the  anguish  of 
a  bayonet  thrust  or  deadly  bullet  wound,  when 
accompanied  by  the  reflection  that  there  really 
was  something  to  live  for!  Clarisse,  too,  who 
used  to  think  him  pei-fection,  will  be  obliged,  at 
last,  to  admit,  that  at  all  events,  like  Orlando's 
horse,  he  has  one  fault — that  of  being  dead. 
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JOURNAL    OF    A    POOE    HUSBAND   WHILE     HIS  WIFE 
HAS    GONE    TO    THE    SEA-SIDE. 

Monday. — I  have  just  seen  my  dear  wife  off  by 
rail  to  Kamsgate.  I  am  afraid  the  parrot  will  get 
jolted  off  the  roof  of  the  cab.  It  is  a  valuable 
bird,  and  sings  "Pop  Goes  the  Weasel  "like  a 
Christian.  Poor  Betsy  has  been  very  far  from 
salubrious  for  some  time.  Nasty  rings  round  the 
eyes  and  talked  in  her  sleep,  besides  kicking 
spasmodically.  Her  physician,  Dr.  Giddiness, 
told  me  in  private  that  the  cheapest  prescription 
he  could  give  was  change  of  air. 

Dear  Betsy  took  £25  with  her  to  begin  with, 
so  that  the  prescription,  though  it  may  possibly 
prove  efficacious,  will  not  be  particularly  cheap. 

I  am  left  in  town  by  myself.  If  dear  nephew 
Edward  were  here  I  should  not  feel  so  lonely.  I 
have  never  been  to  Evanses,  though  I'm  told 
that  even  our  clergy  may  be  seen  there  enjoying 
the  classic  concert,  especially  the  stout  and  kid- 
neys. I  have  an  idea  that  the  cook  would  in- 
form against  me.  They  say  the  Poses  Plastiques 
are  over  by  ten.     Heigho !     I  feel  lonely  and 
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dejected.  The  house  never  looked  so  miserable. 
I  fancy  I  am  reduced  in  circumstances,  and 
obliged  to  look  after  a  deserted  mansion.  Don't 
half  like  it. 

At  six  o'clock  rang  the  bell  for  dinner.  "  Cook 
was  very  sorry — no  dinner  had  been  ordered.^^ 
Eushed  out  and  dined  at  the  nearest  chop-house. 
Read  yesterday's  Sun  and  it  agreed  with  me,  for 
I  was  in  no  humour  for  anything  Hvely.  When 
I  am  cast  down  I  always  read  the  police  cases.  It 
cheers  me  to  find  fellows  sent  to  the  treadwheel. 
I  didn't  eat  much,  and  what  little  I  did  wasn't 
good.  The  waiter  coughed  over  my  potatoes, 
and  has  a  wart  on  his  thumb. 

Walked  about  for  two  hours  and  whistled  a  good 
deal,  not  knowing  what  to  do  with  myself.  No- 
ticed a  policeman  was  following  me.  Asked  him 
what  he  meant  by  it  ?  Recommended  to  be  careful 
— he  "had  got  his  'hi '  on  me  !  "  It  has  come 
then  to  this,  that  I,  the  possessor  of  two  votes, 
three  children,  and  iBoOOO  in  the  funds,  am  taken 
to  be  a  suspicious  character,  and  have  a  "  hi  "  on 
me !  Laughed  away  my  indignation,  however, 
and  strolled  quietly  home. 
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Knocked  and  rang — rang  and  knocked  —  but 
no  answer.  Kepeated  this,  with,  all  my  force, 
for  ten — twenty — thirty  minutes,  until  my  wrist 
was  sore.  Would  liave  climbed  over  the  rail- 
ings, but  I  am  not  so  young  as  I  used  to 
be,  though  my  flesh  is  still  as  tender  and  sen- 
sitive. Heard  the  bell  ringing  as  if  it  had  a 
fit,  and  my  knocks  seemed  to  explode  in  the 
passage.  Got  so  hot,  I  wonder  my  hat  didn't 
jump  up  and  down,  like  the  lid  of  a  saucepan 
on  the  boil;  pumped  at  the  bell  and  stretched 
the  wire,  hammered  at  the  door  and  hit  my  little 
finger  on  my  favourite  nail.  Here  was  a  rich 
joke.     I  was  locked  out  of  my  own  house. 

Same  policeman,  who  had  informed  me  he 
v/as  keeping  his  "  hi  ^'  on  me,  came  up  and 
wanted  to  carry  me  off  to  the  station-house. 
He  was  good  enough  to  make  the  following 
remark  :  "  We  can't  have  this  here  noise  at 
this  here  time  of  night."  He  was  an  impudent 
man,  and,  excepting  the  "  E  '^  on  his  coat-collar, 
totally  unlettered.  Scuffle  about  to  ensue,  but 
interrupted  in  time  by  the  appearance  of  the 
cook  with  a  large  brown  jug  in  her  hand.     "Oh  ! 
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please,  she  bad  just  stepped  out  to  fetch  the  ser- 
vants' supper  beer."  If  I  had  answered  the  woman 
I  should  have  forgotten  myself.  I  kept  my  tongue 
quiet,  but  not  so  my  eyes,  which  rolled  like  the 
German  Ocean. 

Besides,  where  were  the  servants  whose  beer 
she  had  been  to  fetch  ?  Then  out  came  the 
truth:  everybody  had  gone  to  the  theatre.  My 
servants  in  the  shilling  gallery  !  ]\Iy  servants 
sucking  oranges  and  drinking  porter!  The  mice 
at  the  play  because  my  cat's — I  mean  of  course 
my  darling  wife's — back  was  turned  !  The  way 
in  which  I  slammed-to  the  parlour  door  must 
have  convinced  the  cook  that  I  was  far  from 
pleased.  I  regret  now  I  had  not  sufficient 
courage  to  speak  a  few  of  the  brilliantly- cutting 
remarks  I  thought  of  half-an-hour  afterwards. 

Parlour  cheerless,  and  all  in  the  dark.  The 
twelve  chairs  round  the  room  looked  very  so- 
lemn, and  frightened  me.  Desired  the  cook, 
to  whom  I  could  scarcely  speak  civilly,  to 
light  the  lamp.  The  pampered  female  drew 
herself  up  and  said  she  was  not  engaged  as 
waiting-maid  to  light   lamps — "  It  was   Hann's 
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place."  Felt  my  blood  bubble  and  my  fingers 
writhe  like  snakes. 

If  she  had  been  a  man  (and  she  was  almost) 
I  could,  as  she  then  stood,  have  hurt  her  consi- 
derably. The  sensitive  creature  said  I  had  used 
words  unbecoming  a  gentleman.  I  can  take  my 
oath  I  went  no  farther  than  "  reptile.^'  All  my 
terms  had  been  until  then  purely  zoological ;  but 
now  I  was  beyond  myself.  Wound  up  by  order- 
ing her  to  leave  the  room.  Suspect  the  con- 
founded hussy  was  drunk. 

Knock  at  the  street-door.  Another  knock 
louder,  and  again  another  rampagious.  Half 
thought  I  was  locked  out  again ;  so  upset  was  my 
brain.     Had  to  answer  the  door,  at  last,  myself. 

It  was  a  man  with  a  tremendous  dish  of 
oysters.  I  told  him  I  had  ordered  none.  *'  They 
was  for  the  supper  in  the  kitchen,"  said  he. 
You  might  have  knocked  me  down  as  easily 
as  I  afterwards  did  a  chimney  ornament.  As 
the  hall  was  in  perfect  darkness  the  man  put 
the  dish  into  my  hands,  asking  me  savagely  at 
the  same  time,  "  To  lay  hold  tight,  and  look  a  bit 
sharper  next  time  he  knocked."     Flung  the  dish 
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after  liim  in  a  violent  rage,  and  overwhelmed  him 
in  a  shower  of  slippery  bivalves. 

The  crash  of  the  crockery  collected  a  crowd 
round  the  door,  boys  and  blackguards  scrambling 
on  the  door-step  up  to  my  very  boots  for  the  fallen 
natives.  Great  excitement — neighbours  right  and 
left  putting  theii*  heads  out  to  see  what  was  the 
matter.  A  fight,  arising  out  of  an  undue  divi- 
sion of  the  scattered  fish,  brought  up  my  old 
friend  with  the  "  hi,^^  the  policeman.  Great  zeal 
displayed  by  that  officer  in  dispersing  the  com- 
batants. Eapid  metamorphosis  of  manner  in 
his  style  of  addi'essing  me.  It  was  nothing  but 
touching  his  oilskin  hat,  and  bowing  and  scratch- 
ing the  pavement  with  his  monster  foot,  and 
hoping  I  "  wouldn't  carry  it  any  further  ;  he  was 
sure  he  didn't  mean  to  offend  me."  Took  the 
poor  devil's  obsequiousness  in  good  part,  and,  to 
prove  that  there  was  no  ill-feeling  smouldering 
in  my  breast,  asked  him,  as  it  was  rather  a  chilly 
night,  if  he  "  wouldn't  Hke  a  glass  of  spirit  to 
keep  the  cold  out  ?  "  He  did  not  surprise  me 
when  he  said  "  Yes." 

He  followed  me  into  the  house,  piloting  the 
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way  through  the  dark  by  means  of  his  bulFs-eye. 
Assisted  me  also  to  light  the  lamp,  though  the 
latter  was  a  nasty,  unpleasant  job.  We  were 
nearly  twenty  minutes  pottering  over  it.  The 
wick  had  never  been  trimmed. 

Little  did  my  own  pet  at  Eamsgate  dream 
of  the  suffering  her  George  was  enduring.  The 
lamp — I  gave  two  sovereigns  for  it — was  one 
of  the  last  patents  that  take  nothing  short  of 
a  lifetime  to  understand,  and  of  which  you  have 
no  sooner  learnt  the  mystery  than  a  better 
kind  is  invented.  Disagreeable  smell  of  oil 
about  one's  fingers,  but  soon  became  impervious 
to  the  colza-aginous  bouquet  in  the  ardour  of 
one's  hunt  after  the  keys  to  get  the  policeman  his 
promised  glass  of  gin.  Very  odd  !  Couldn't  find 
those  keys  anywhere. 

The  hunt  broken  up  suddenly  by  the  lamp 
going  out,  and  making  a  stench  I  could  never 
have  believed  possible  if  it  hadn't  nearly  made 
me  ill.  Went  down-stairs  into  the  kitchen 
accompanied  by  the  policeman,  his  lantern 
throwing  down  before  one  a  broad  sheeting  of 
light.      It    was   like   witnessing    a    performance 
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of  the  magic  lantern.  It  reminded  me  of  driv- 
ing about  the  house  in  a  gig  with  the  lamps 
lisjhted.  Found  cook  in  an  armchair  with  her 
feet  in  the  coal-scuttle,  her  head  hanging  down, 
frowning  and  snoring.  Empty  bottle  on  the 
table.  B  1072  applied  his  nose  to  the  neck  and 
sniffed  at  it  so  vigorously  that  the  bottle  uttered 
a  deep  musical  note. 

Then  he  said,  knowingly,  "  Eum,  Sir  ! "  Found 
a  couple  of  clammy  candles  in  a  round  tin 
box,  not  unlike  a  jam  "rollypoUy"  pudding. 
On  second  thoughts,  it  is  not  in  the  least 
like  a  jam  "  rollypolly "  pudding.  Stuck  the 
candles  into  two  big  candlesticks  such  as  I 
have  never  seen  anywhere  but  upon  the  stage,  in 
the  hands  of  chamber-maids  showing  a  way-laid 
traveller  to  his  room.  A  great  many  blackbeetles 
in  our  kitchen  :  I  trod  on  one,  and  it  went  off  with 
a  pop  !  Sauntered  up-stairs,  policeman  obliging 
me  with  his  jack-o^- dandy.  Found  the  street- 
door  wide  open.  I  must  have  forgotten  to  close 
it  when  I  let  the  policeman  in.  Was  never  guilty 
of  such  forgetfulness  before.  My  poor  head  was 
turned  with  my  troubles. 
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Eenewed  hunt  for  keys.  Looked  liigli  (ridi- 
culously high)  and  low  (absurdly  low)  for  same, 
and  at  last,  half  ashamed  of  my  own  helpless- 
ness, gave  policeman  half-a-crown  to  get  rid 
of  him.  Felt  relieved  when  he  was  gone,  as 
it  was  unpleasant  to  have  a  pair  of  strange 
eyes  the  prying  witnesses  of  one's  discomfiture. 
Wished  that  dear  Bessie  were  at  home.  Candles 
gave  a  very  bad  light,  and  guttered  all  over  the 
carpet  and  table,  our  Brussels  covered  with  drops 
of  tallow  as  if  it  had  been  strewn  with  shirt  but- 
tons. Got  no  snuifers,  and  the  wick  like  a  ten- 
penny  nail.  Wouldu't  use  my  fingers  and  couldn't 
the  tongs,  so  endured  a  smell  that  set  me  for  ever 
against  sprats  and  suet. 

Eleven  o'clock !  —  the  servants  not  come 
home.  Twelve  o'clock — the  hussies  still  ab- 
sent. Half-past  !  —  I  fancied  I  heard  voices 
and  laughter.  Kang  the  bell.  Jane  dressed 
to  death,  and  inclined  to  be  saucy.  Asked 
her  if  she  knew  what  time  it  was,  when  she 
looked  at  the  hall  clock  and  told  me  to  a  minute. 
I  inquired  why  she  had  not  brought  up  the  plate- 
basket.     "  Missus  had  locked  it  all  up,  to  put  it 
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out  of  danger."  Betsy  should  have  remembered 
I  hate  eating  with  a  steel  fork. 

Feelings  anything  but  enviable — fearfully  low 
and  melancholy — no  keys;  couldn't  get  even  a 
glass  of  grog ;  so  about  two  o'clock  I  went  to 
bed,  quite  spuitless.  Couldn't  find  my  night- 
gown anywhere.  At  last  got  in  between  the  sheets 
with  my  dressing-gown  on.  Much  scrubbed  by 
my  night-dress.  Dreamt  I  was  running  all  night 
after  a  will-o^-the-wisp,  who  jingled  before  me  a 
bunch  of  keys. 

Tuesday. — "Woke  up  at  eight  o'clock.  Eang 
for  hot  water.  Not  a  servant  up ;  never  heard  of 
such  a  thing.  At  last,  after  half-an-hour's  violent 
ringing,  Jane  came  to  inquire  most  innocently, 
"  If  I  wanted  anything."  Asked  her  if  she  was 
one  of  the  duchesses  of  the  land ;  and  what  she 
meant  by  it.  Fire  wasn^t  lighted ;  cook,  the 
tipsy  toad,  was  ill  in  bed  ;  and  there  was  nothing 
in  the  house  for  breakfast. 

Another  hunt  for  the  keys.  Had  a  distinct 
remembrance  of  Bessie  giving  them  to  me  in 
the  cab.  Very  strange.  They  could  not  have 
walked  out  of  the  house.     Could  not,   for  the 
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life  of  me,  recollect  where  I  had  put  them. 
At  last,  in  sheer  despair,  sent  for  a  locksmith 
and  had  the  teacaddy,  ten  drawers,  six  cup- 
boards, three  cellarets,  and  a  couple  of  wardrobes 
picked  open. 

Couldn^t  touch  my  breakfast.  The  bloater 
was  a  red  herring,  and  too  salt  for  human 
food,  besides  being  powdered  with  a  very  fine 
coal-ash.  The  pieces  of  bacon,  curled  up  as 
tight  as  a  dolFs  curls,  and  ate  as  crisp  as 
cinders.  The  butter  too,  was  rank,  the  bread 
stale,  and  the  milk  seemed  to  be  labouring  under 
a  fit  of  the  blues  as  badly  as  myself.  Not 
thinking  it  safe  to  leave  the  drawers  open,  and 
so  giving  the  servants  an  opportunity  of  helping 
themselves  to  anything  they  liked,  locked  the 
doors  of  the  rooms,  and  put  the  keys  into  my 
pocket. 

Wanted  to  put  on  my  great-coat — that,  too, 
was  nowhere  to  be  found.  A  capital  coat, 
almost  new,  only  just  relined,  and  a  fresh  velvet 
collar.  I  intended  that  coat  to  last  me  two  years 
longer.  This  came  of  leaving  the  street-door 
open.     I  saw  it  all  at  a  glance.     I  had  only  my- 
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self  to  blame.     Kept  down  one's  rage,  and  found 
the  umbrella  had  gone  also. 

Going  out,  was  met  at  the  door  by  Jane  with 
the  inquiry  of  "  What  would  I  have  for  dinner?'" 
Took  half  an  hour  to  consider,  not  being  accus- 
tomed to  these  things ;  at  last  told  the  girl  to  get 
two  mutton  chops  and  a  few  potatoes.  Much 
time  wasted. 

Too  late  for  the  train  that  always  carries  me  to 
business,  and  missed  a  most  important  engage- 
ment. On  returning,  found  the  bricklayers  in  the 
house.  Asking  for  an  explanation,  was  informed 
that  "  Missus  had  thought  it  was  better  to  take 
advantage  of  her  absence  from  town  to  have  the 
roof  repaired." 

Dined,  and  found  the  chops  so  infamously 
hard,  dry,  small,  and  tainted,  that  I  was  obliged 
to  send  them  away,  and  surfeit  myself  on  bread 
and  cheese.  I  have  eaten  nothing  since  Bessie 
has  been  absent.     My  waistcoat  begins  to  bag. 

On  remonstrating  with  the  cook,  with  the  gen- 
tleness that  an  empty  stomach  generally  inspires, 
she  coolly  said  she  would  leave  that  instant.  "  She 
didnH  mind  being  blown  up  by  missus,  but  it  was 
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too  much  of  a  good  thing  to  be  blown  up  by 
master  as  well — one  in  a  house  was  quite  enough, 
and  once  for  all  she  w^ouldn't  stand  it/'  This  is 
a  nice  state  of  things,  to  be  left  all  by  one's-self 
without  a  cook ! 

Jane,  however,  has  volunteered  "  to  do  for  us 
as  well  as  she  can/'  Gave  her  a  sovereign  to  get 
tea  and  sugar,  and  other  things  that  were  wanted. 
She  only  gave  me  four  and  threepence  change. 
The  girl  seems  very  obliging,  but  has  no  idea  of 
the  marketable  value  of  money. 

House  very  dirty  from  bricklayers.  Why  will 
the}'-  wipe  their  huge  feet  on  the  stair  carpet?  The 
noise  they  make  is  anything  but  cheering,  the 
clanging  of  the  trowels  sets  my  teeth  on  edge. 
Boy  called  for  the  payment  of  the  broken  dish  and 
five  dozen  of  oysters.  Never  remembered  to  have 
conversed  with  a  more  impertinent  j^outh.  Some 
of  the  expressions  he  used  exasperated  me  so,  I 
had  to  kick  him  into  the  street. 

Comforted  myself  with  a  glass  of  hot  port-wine 
negus.  No  lemons  in  the  house ;  gave  Jane  five 
shillings  to  get  some.  She  tells  me  they  are 
charging  fourpence  each  for  good  lemons  ; — they 
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were  not  very  fine  ones  either.  Smoked  a  cigar 
in  the  dining-room,  enjoining  on  Jane  the  strictest 
secrecy — not  to  say  a  word  to  her  mistress. 

Went  to  bed  very  early,  disgusted  at  not  finding 
my  room  done.  Jane  very  saucy  :  *'  How  was 
she,  pray,  to  make  the  bed  when  I  had  locked  the 
door  ?  "  The  reason  seemed  conclusive,  and  so 
I  discreetly  held  my  tongue.  Ordered  my  break- 
fast overnight,  and  gave  Jane  i^articular  direc- 
tions to  have  it  on  the  table  not  later  than  nine 
o^clock.  Gave  her  ten  shillings  to  get  something 
nice. 

Should  have  liked  to  have  had  some  supper,  as 
I  felt  uncommonly  hungry,  but  I  hadn't  the  pluck 
to  order  anything  for  fear  of  giving  too  much 
trouble,  and  didn't  like  leaving  the  house  at  night 
in  the  possession  of  the  servants. 

Wednesday. — Awakened  very  early  by  the  noise 

of  the  bricklayers  overhead.     It  seemed  to  me  as 

if  they  were  playing  skittles  on  the  roof.     Ring 

as  I  will  I  cannot  get  Jane  out  of  bed  in  the 

morning.     No  breakfast  until  ten  o'clock.     Her 

excuse  is  that  "  She  had  so  much  to  do  yesterday 

that  she  is  afraid  she  overslept  herself.     Would 

M  2 
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I  allow  her  aunt,  please,  to  come  and  help  her  ?  " 
I  don^t  like  "  aunts,"  but  I  assented  sooner  than 
have  any  words  about  it.  I  hope  to  goodness  she 
will  not  require  the  assistance  of  her  uncle  or  her 
cousin  as  well.  I  couldn't  stand  that.  Late 
again  for  business,  and  two  bills  presented  before 
I  got  to  the  office. 

When  I  went  back  at  night  found  three  fellows 
in  linen  jackets  busy  painting  the  staircase. 
Nearly  fell  flat  on  the  doormat  with  horror  and 
surprise.  It  was  thoughtless  of  my  dear  Betsy 
not  to  arrange  better,  for  half  the  staircase  had 
been  altered  to  a  pale  blue  and  the  other  was 
in  its  original  dirty  yellow.  I  gave  way  to  their 
representations  that  "  it  was  much  better  they 
should  be  allowed  to  go  on  now  they  had  begun." 
But  this  nuisance  is  getting  almost  more  than 
one  can  bear.  I  am  already  forgetting  my  mul- 
tiplication table.     My  brain  is  affected. 

Thursday. — Found  it  physically  impossible  to 
stop  in  the  house,  with  the  noise,  dust,  and  smell 
of  the  paint !  Awoke  with  a  headache.  The 
beastly  turpentine  had  brought  on  a  severe  cold. 
Couldn't  speak  plain.     The  faculty  of  smelling 
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almost  entirely  obliterated.  As  I  am  starting 
for  business  stopped  at  the  door  by  Jane,  who 
again  points  at  me  the  deadly  question  of  "  ^Tiat 
■will  I  have  for  dinner  ?  "  Tired  of  being  forced 
in  this  manner  to  eat  my  dinner  twice  in  the 
same  day,  I  reply  with  considerable  warmth,  "  I 
will  dine  out." 

Affectionate  letter  from  wifey,  saying  how 
much  she  is  enjoying  herself  at  the  seaside. 
She  says  she  is  so  comfortable  ;  her  lodgings  are 
so  clean,  and  the  servants  so  obliging.  I  wish  I 
was  comfortable.  My  lodgings  and  my  servants 
are  far  from  giving  7ne  satisfaction.     xA.las  ! 

During  my  absence  two  papers  were  left  with 
Jane  "to  be  given  to  me  personally  the  moment 
I  returned."  The  first,  a  summons  to  the 
County  Court  for  the  oysters  and  broken  dish. 
A  most  unfair  demand  is  made  for  the  crockery. 
A  nice  pleasant  thing  for  a  man,  tired  with  over- 
work, to  have  put  into  his  hand  the  moment  he 
reaches  his  home !  The  second  paper  contains 
a  notice  of  action  for  assault.  I  am  in  the  hands 
of  a  Jew  attorney.  Upon  my  word  things  are 
going  on  prettily !     The  scoundrel  who  served 
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this  paper  bad  the  impudence  to  say  that  the  boy- 
was  laid  up  in  the  hospital,  though  I  could  swear 
I  saw  him  that  very  morning  in  the  village 
jumping  over  a  post.  Dined  most  indifferently 
at  the  Temperance  Hotel.  Had  lemonade  and 
cold  mutton. 

Jane  wanted  some  money  to  get  a  little  some- 
thing for  dinner  for  herself  and  aunt.  Gave  her 
a  sovereign,  and  very  unwisely  told  her  to  get 
what  she  liked.  I  suppose  she  liked  something 
rather  expensive,  for  she  returned  me  no  loose 
silver. 

Jones  dropping  in  about  eight  o'clock,  sent 
for  some  oysters  for  supper.  Shellfish  man  sent 
back  a  most  impertinent  message,  refusing  to 
serve  me.  Could  only  offer  Jones  a  few  radishes* 
He  seemed  hurt. 

Friday. — Pulled  out  of  a  most  delicious  sleep 
again  by  strange  noises.  Jumped  up  in  bed, 
alarmed  by  the  apparition  of  a  pair  of  black  legs 
kicking  in  my  fireplace.  Armed  myself  with  the 
bootjack  and  bade  the  legs  answer  for  their  lives. 
On  explanation,  it  turned  out  that  "  Missus  had 
left  orders  that  whilst  she  was  away  all  the  chim- 
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neys  had  better  be  swept.''  The  two  legs  in 
question  belonged  to  the  chimney-sweep — a  dwarf 
of  thirty,  who  had  mistaken  the  pot  by  which  he 
ascended.  Sent  him  up  again  in  double-quick 
time. 

Scolded  Jane  well  for  having  omitted  to  tell  me 
overnight.  Told  her  that,  had  I  been  nervous, 
a  fit  might  have  been  the  consequence  ;  but  m}^ 
harangue  did  not  seem  to  have  much  effect  on 
the  woman,  for  I  could  detect  a  broad  grin  all 
over  her  face.  Servants  seldom  sympathize  with 
their  master ;  they  prefer  humbugging  their  mis- 
tress— at  least  mine  do. 

Breakfast  late  again.  Flesh  and  blood  can- 
not stand  this.  Luckily  Jane  did  not  answer 
the  bell  very  rapidly,  or  she  would  have  had 
a  bit  of  my  mind.  As  it  was,  I  remonstrated 
with  the  girl  iu  the  most  appealing  manner, 
but  she  cut  me  short  by  saying  she  found 
it  impossible  to  please,  and  so  she  would  leave 
the  house  that  very  minute.  Terrified  at  the 
prospect  of  being  left  without  servants,  and  hav- 
ing to  light  my  own  kitchen  fire,  carry  up  my 
own  shaving  water,  prepare  my  own  breakfast. 
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make  my  own  bed,  boil  my  own  potatoes,  and 
fetch  my  own  coals,  I  had  to  soften  and  pacify 
the  jade.  Eventually  I  succeeded  in  calming 
her,  but  not  before  I  have  given  her  ten  shillings. 

She  is  to  go  with  her  aunt  to  the  theatre  in  the 
evening,  and  I  am  to  sit  up  for  the  precious  pair. 
Jane  came  in  again  to  say  that  the  men  about 
the  house  made  so  much  dirt  that  she  and 
her  aunt  found  it  quite  impossible  to  keep  it  any- 
thing like  clean,  and  would  I  mind  their  having 
a  charwoman  to  help  them  through  the  rough- 
work.  She' knows  I  am  in  her  power,  and  takes 
a  mean  advantage  of  my  trouble.  She  shall  have 
a  nice  character,  I  promise  her. 

Compromised  that  little  matter  of  the  oysters 
for  ^5  to  the  boy,  ;£l  for  the  damage  done,  and 
10s.  to  the  poor-box.  The  Jew  attorney  fright- 
ened me  into  terms.  I  know  it  would  have 
ended  in  a  Chancery  suit  if  I  had  not  settled. 
I  hope  the  Jew  will  keep  all  the  money  and 
cheat  his  clients;  I  am  certain  he  will  pocket 
the  10s.  for  the  poor-box. 

Gave  Jane  five  shillings  for  beer  for  the  men 
doing  up  the  house  :  "  It  was  always  usual  to  let 
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them  have  some."  That  gh'l  takes  too  much 
interest  in  those  men.  Wait  till  Betsy  comes 
home,  that's  all ! 

Loving  letter  from  Bessie,  saying  that  she 
never  was  so  happy  in  all  her  life.  Thinks  she 
shall  prolong  her  stay  to  a  month  at  least. 
Gracious ! 

Dined  off  pork  pies  and  sausage  roUs  at  the 
railway  refreshment-room.  Shall  take  a  pill  be- 
fore going  to  bed. 

Sat  up  reading  till  two  o'clock  waiting  for  Jane 
and  her  aunt.  Forgot  what  I  read,  such  was  my 
indignation.  At  last  in  they  walked.  Borrowed 
six  shillings  to  pay  for  their  cab.  My  rage 
choked  my  utterance,  or  I  should  have  read  them 
a  severe  lesson.  I  am,  I  feel,  in  the  power  of 
the  Jezebels.  Fancied  I  caught  sight  of  a  po- 
liceman sneaking  away.  Could  it  be  my  old 
friend  B  1072  ?  He  had  better  mind  he  does 
not  rouse  my  British  lion,  or  I'll  call  upon  the 
inspector. 

Went  to  bed  —  tired,  discomfited,  and  pro- 
foundly unhappy.  Couldn't  sleep.  At  some 
hour   of  the  night  heard  strange  noises  below. 
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Threw  on  my  dressiDg-gown,  and  stole  on  tiptoe 
down  to  the  kitchen.  There  was  Jane  and  her 
fat  aunt  in  a  state  ten  times  worse  than  even 
cook.  Two  hlack  bottles  on  the  table,  and, 
under  it — ^yes  !  there  I  found  the  policeman, 
whose  number  I  had  rightly  suspected !  Or- 
dered them  to  leave  the  house  instantly.  Jane 
answered  she  should  not  think  of  going  until 
the  morning.  Had  a  great  mind  to  give  con- 
stable B  1072  in  charge  ;  but  he  must  have  taken 
himself  up,  for  there  isnH  another  policeman 
within  a  mile.  To  exasperate  me,  that  fiend 
Jane  demanded  £7  15s.  9d.  for  wages  due  and 
disbursements  for  charwoman,  eggs,  flour,  «fec> 
Paid  her  sooner  than  allow  her  an  excuse  for 
delaying  her  departure.  Crawled  up -stairs  to 
bed  in  a  heartbroken  state,  impossible  to  ap- 
preciate. 

Satwrddy. — By  seven  o'clock  I  was  the  only 
human  being  under  my  roof.  Sent  oif  a  tele- 
graphic message  (by  baker's  boy)  to  Betsy, 
imploring  her  to  return,  or  else  I  should  go 
mad. 

Received  by  the  first  general  delivery  a  letter 
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from  Betsy,  saying  she  was  so  delighted  with 
the  seaside  she  did  not  know  when  I  should  see 
her  again.  She  hoped  the  servants  had  con- 
ducted themselves  properly,  and  attended  to  my 
wants.  I  was  to  tell  the  cook  this,  and  teU  Jane 
that.     Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sent,  as  a  last  alternative,  a  communication 
(per  crossing-sweeper)  to  m}'  mother-in-law,  beg- 
ging of  her  instantly  to  come  and  keep  house 
for  me.  Dread  her  coming :  but  what  am  I  to 
do  ?  Couldn^t  go  to  business,  as  I  was  afraid 
to  leave  the  place.  Had  no  idea  it  was  so  diffi- 
cult to  light  a  fire.  Sad  dii'ty  work  :  I  am  as 
black  as  a  tinker.  Xo  butter  in  the  house  ;  and 
not  a  knife  cleaned. 

Tried  to  prepare  my  morning's  meal,  but 
there  was  nothing  to  prepare  it  with.  Ate 
some  cold  potatoes.  Sent  another  special 
message  by  the  electric  telegraph  (per  green- 
grocer). Told  Betsy  if  she  didn't  come  to  me 
directly  I'd  shut  up  the  house  and  go  into 
lodgings.  Got  the  stomach-ache  from  those 
potatoes. 

A  long,  lingering  day.     Amused  myself  a  little 
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b}^  looking  out  of  all  the  windows — many  of 
them,  I  regret  to  see,  very  dirt}^  Wrote  with  my 
finger  "  Slut "  upon  several  panes,  to  show  I  had 
noticed  their  disgraceful  condition.  Bought  ten 
bunches  of  water-cresses  and  two  dozen  of  apples 
to  guard  against  starvation.  Called  philosophy 
to  my  aid,  and  walked  over  the  house  to  cheer 
myself.  The  water  comes  through  the  roof  of 
back  attic.  Felt  so  resigned,  I  got  out  on  the 
roof  to  enjoy  a  little  fresh  air:  all  five  of  the 
next-door  chimneys  smoking.  In  the  afternoon 
received  a  peremptory  letter  from  schoolmaster, 
saying  my  two  boys  were  seized  very  badly  with 
the  measles,  and  begging  me  to  remove  them 
instantly,  lest  the  other  boys  should  catch  the 
contagion.  How  can  I  go  ?  It  only  wanted  this 
to  complete  my  load.  Now  my  cup  can  hold  no 
more  misery  without  slopping. 

No  dinner!  only  my  herbs,  my  apples,  and 
some  stale  pieces  of  toast.  Very  odd,  had  no 
inclination  to  sleep  after  this  dinner.  I  had 
reckoned  upon  my  nap  for  shortening  the  time. 
Tried  to  read  the  first  volume  of  the  "  Penny 
Encyclopaedia  "  by  the  aid  of  the  gas-lamp  in  the 
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road.  The  wind  was  high,  and  I  missed  too 
many  lines  to  get  interested.  Fancied  I  was 
sleepy,  when  it  was  only  my  eyes  that  were 
weakened. 

Went  to  bed.  It  was  just  as  I  left  it 
in  the  morning,  and  I  could  not  get  the  sheets 
smooth.  Eestless  sleep,  feverish  dreams. 
Shaken  at  about  three  o''clock  in  the  morning 
by  a  man  with  a  mask  pulling  my  watch  from 
underneath  my  pillow.  Had  sufficient  conscious- 
ness to  discern  that  he  had  my  great-coat  on. 
How  could  he  have  got  it  ?  The  truth  flashed 
upon  me  at  the  same  time  as  he  turned  the  dark 
lantern  in  full  focus  upon  my  face.  The  rascal 
had  stolen  it  out  of  the  hall  on  the  eveniug 
when,  bothered  out  of  my  life  fumbling  over  that 
stupid  lamp,  I  forgot  to  close  the  street  door 
after  B  1072.     My  latchkey  was  in  the  pocket. 

In  my  agony  of  mind,  worn  out  by  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  day,  it  had  quite  escaped  my  memory  to 
fasten  the  locks  and  bolts  before  going  up-stairs. 
The  street-door  had  been  left  on  the  latch. 
Severe  was  my  punishment.  Terror  threw  me 
into  a  profuse  perspiration,  so  perhaps  it  is  lucky 
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I  did  not  spring  to  tlie  ground,  and  grapple  with 
the  midnight  ruffian,  for  I  might  have  caught 
cold.  Allowed  him  to  depart,  and  then,  slipping 
on  my  trowsers,  rushed  down-stairs  after  the 
vagabond. 

Cab  drove  up  as  I  was  listenmg  on  the 
first  floor  landing.  Called  lustily  for  help, 
when  in  rushed  my  dearest  wife,  my  beloved 
Betsy,  nearly  fainting  with  alarm  at  finding  the 
street-door  open,  and  me  in  my  nightgown  roar- 
ing for  assistance.  Grand  tableau.  Another 
day,  and  I  believe  fright  and  starvation  would 
have  done  their  worst,  and  my  Betsy  would,  on 
her  return,  have  found  to  welcome  her  home  a 
poor  corpse  stretched  out  on  the  drawing-room 
rug — a  poor  corpse  black  in  the  face  from  its 
last  vain  endeavours  to  light  a  fire. 

Conclusion. — Policeman  B  1072  caught  the 
man  escaping  from  the  house.  It  was  fortunate 
for  him,  as  he  thus  preserved  his  own  bacon. 
Becovered  my  watch  and  all  my  property,  inclu- 
ding the  great-coat.  In  the  pocket  of  the  latter 
were  found  the  keys  that  my  wife  had  given  me 
in  the  cab. 
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Bessie  extremely  kind  and  attentive.  She 
was  excessively  annoyed  to  think  of  the  plun- 
der Jane  had  extracted  from  me  under  the 
plea  of  housekeeping.  Said  I  was  close  enough 
with  her,  my  own  wife.  Seemed  vexed,  I 
thought,  that  she  had  not  had  the  chance. 
Said  she  only  hoped  the  hussy  would  send  to 
her  for  a  character. 

She  thought  I  was  looking  dreadfully  thin  and 
haggard — very  likely  I  am.  Bessie  has  faithfull}^ 
promised  me  never  to  leave  me  all  by  myself  in 
the  house  again.  Her  trip  has  done  her  great 
good ;  her  spirits  are  excellent.  She  says  I 
ought  not  to  be  trusted  alone  ^vithout  my  nurse. 

She  also  adds  that  no  one  is  so  unhappy  as  a 
pampered  coddle  of  a  husband  who  is  left  to 
manage  for  himself !  I  thought  of  adding  that 
nothing  is  so  selfish  as  to  go  out  of  town  to 
amuse  yourself,  and  take  such  little  heed  of  the 
comforts  of  those  left  behind  as  to  fill  the  house 
with  bricklayers,  painters,  and  sweeps.  Cer- 
tainly it  enabled  her  to  avoid  the  noise  of  falling 
bricks,  the  smell  of  paint,  and  the  dirt  of  soot. 
But,  confound  it !  I  don't  like  them  any  more 
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than  she  does.  However,  to  avoid  words,  I  kept 
these  thoughts  to  myself,  and  when  she  called  me 
a  pampered  coddle  of  a  hushand  I  only  smiled 
and  said,  *'  Yes,  my  sweetest." 


OCTOBEE. 

This  month  is  another  of  those  abomin- 
able "  men's  months,"  when  shooting  is  thought 
more  of,  and  guns  and  dogs  are  better  attended 
to,  than  the  poor  patient  women  who  are  moping 
to  death. 

There  is  much  that  is  objectionable  in  this 
month.  In  the  first  place,  if  the  weather  is 
fine  and  warm,  a  poor  creature  is  horrified  to  find 
that  she  hasn't  anything  fit  to  wear,  for  the 
summer  dresses  are  of  course  shabby  or  worn  out, 
and  really  one  doesn't  like  to  go  to  the  expense 
of  speculating  in  muslins  for,  at  the  longest, 
twenty  days  of  sunshine.  It  is  the  most  per- 
plexing month  of  the  tw^elve  for  any  lady  who 
takes  a  proper  pride  in  being  the  best  dressed 
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pet  of  every  gathering,  whether  in  park,  parade, 
parlour,  or  salon.  It  isn't  every  beautiful  child 
who  is  blessed  with  such  a  noble-hearted  husband 
as  the  fortunate,  yet  deserving,  Clementina  Fos- 
brook,  who,  if  he  saw  her  wearing  the  same  dress 
more  than  six  times,  always  attempted  to  commit 
suicide. 

Talking  of  new  dresses  also  reminds  us  of  a 
very  pretty  story  told  of  that  surpassingly  lovely 
paragon,  Angelina  Poussey,  who  allowed  herself 
and  her  fortune,  foolish  girl,  to  be  coaxed  into 
marriage  by  that  vile  though  handsome  man. 
Major  Tingtang ;  a  lady  of  face  and  figure  who 
might  have  chosen  from  the  very  choicest  and 
most  promising  of  the  lists,  either  army,  navy,  or 
clergy. 

He,  mean  mouse -hearted  villain,  when  his 
sweet  wife  asked  him  for  a  simple  claret  velvet 
robe  d/occasion,  flew  into  a  passion,  swore  he  was 
on  the  verge  of  ruin,  declared  that  the  end  must 
be  cotton  prints  and  water  gruel,  vowed  she 
cost  him  more  than  she  had  brought  him,  and 
ended  by  telling  her  "to  turn  "  some  of  her  old 
dresses  and  make  them  ''  do."     This  revolting 
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insult  to  a  lady  whose  fortune  had  been  over  two 
thousand  acres,  and  not  one  thimbleful  of  either 
pasture  or  arable  settled  on  her,  was  more  than 
the  blood  of  such  a  shorn  lamb  could  stand. 

She  wrote  round  to  all  her  aristocratic  relations^ 
informing  them  that  Tingtang  was  going  into  the 
Gazette,  and  imploring  the  immediate  loan  of  a 
shilling  or  two  to  save  her  from  starvation,  and 
the  very  next  day  the  Major  happening — without 
even  apprising  his  lady — to  invite  half-a-dozen 
colonels  to  take  "  pot-luck"  at  his  mansion,  the 
gallant  gentlemen  on  entering  the  splendid  draw- 
ing-room were  astonished,  almost  to  tears,  on 
beholding  the  once-entrancing  Angelina  attired 
in  one  of  Hoyle's  warranted  fast  lilacs  at  eight 
shillings  the  full  dress. 

With  sad  hearts  the  company  descended  to 
the  banqueting  parlour.  There  a  fresh  surprise 
awaited  them.  Before  each  guest  a  cup  fall 
of  weak  gruel  was  placed,  and  the  fascina- 
ting Angelina,  apologising  for  the  scantiness 
of  the  fare,  referred  with  a  sigh  of  depressing 
sweetness  to  the  Major's  pecuniary  difficulties 
and  impending  ruin,   and  burying  her  face   in 
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her  napkin,  informed  her  gallant  company  that 
they  saw  their  dinner  before  them. 

Unable  to  restrain  their  indignation,  the 
brave  colonels,  with  the  precision  of  drill, 
jumped  to  their  feet,  and  ♦flinging  their  cards 
into  the  abashed  Tingtang's  basin,  vowed  to 
a  man  that  ever  afterwards  they  would  oppose 
the  mean  fellow's  promotion.  Scarcely  had 
they  uttered  this  appalling  threat  when  a 
violent  and  continued  knocking  at  the  street 
door  riveted  their  attention.  The  mystery  was 
soon  solved  by  the  hurried  entrance  of  the  three 
noblemen  carrying  rolls  of  notes  — relations 
of  the  abused  wife  who,  after  cashing  heavy 
cheques,  had  promptly  rejDlied  to  the  appeal  of 
their  lovely  cousin,  by  rushing  up  to  London  in 
express  trains.  That  night  the  abject  Tingtang 
was  forced  to  tender  nine  grovelling  apologies, 
which  however  were  not  accepted  until  post- 
nuptial settlements  had  been  drawn  up  and 
executed. 

October    is  a  great  month  with  Members  of 

Parliament,  and  should  any  of  our  dear  friends 

ever  venture  on   a    political  offer,  she  will  find 
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this  period  of  tlie  year  most  disagreeably  busj' 
aud  trying  to  her  nerves.  The  newspapers  being 
short  of  news  are  only  too  glad  to  fill  their 
columns  wdth  full  reports  of  "  Lord  Rubbage  and 
his  constituents/^  or  "Mr.  Tuppense,  M.P.,  on 
Government  policy/'  or  "Mr.  Balder,  M.P.,  and 
Mr.  Dasher,  M.P.,  at  Great  Wishey  Washerton." 

To  read  the  speeches  of  that  talented  creature, 
the  Member  for  Hayporth,  any  inexperienced 
person  would  imagine  that  the  gifted  Tuppense 
had  siniply  dressed  himself  to  look  clean, 
starched,  and  superior,  and  then  mounting  his 
platform,  spoken  for  two  hours  and  delighted  his 
party  by  the  clearness  of  his  views,  the  cunning 
of  his  arguments,  and  the  flourish  of  his  oratory. 
But  that  unhappy  lady,  Mrs.  Tuppense,  can  tell 
a  different  story. 

She,  poor  soul !  has  for  weeks,  ay,  months, 
suffered  the  agonies  of  that  terrible  speech. 
All  the  time  Tuppense  was  preparing  him- 
self to  meet  his  independent  voters,  his  temper 
has  been  like  that  of  a  fiery  dragon.  He  has 
even  talked  in  his  sleep  about  the  Maori  tribes, 
and  what  with  grating  his  teeth  and  jumping  up 
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like  a  mad  somnambulist  and  shoiitiijg  '*  hear, 
liear/^  the  dear  lady  hasn't  er.joyed  a  thorciigli 
night's  rest  for  ages. 

If  she  wishes  to  ask  her  talented  Tuppensc 
how  many  influential  voters  he  has  that  day 
invited  to  dinner,  she  finds  him  dictating  to 
his  exhausted  secretary  this  tenth  futile  at- 
tempt to  support  the  Government  policy,  and 
in  reply  to  her  modest  question  he  flies  at 
her,  and  practises  the  sneers  and  wildly- delivered 
absurdities  intended  to  exterminate  opposi- 
tion members  and  secure  him  a  seat  in  the 
Cabinet. 

It  is  the  same  with  Balder  and  with  Dasher. 
They  are  as  nervous  as  insulated  cats  under  an 
electrifying  machine.  The}*  cannot  talk,  walk, 
or  eat  v/ith  their  suffering  wives  until  that  fearful 
meeting  at  Great  AVishey  Washerton  is  over. 

If  Mrs.  Balder  finds  her  husband  away  from 
home,  she  instantly  knows  he  is  at  Dasher's  con- 
sulting.    The  same  with  Mrs.  Dasher. 

One  day  Balder  decides  upon  giving  a 
cold  collation  to  the  Wishey  Washerton  plump- 
ers,  and    coolly   asks   his   exhausted  spouse   to 
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superintend  the  roasting  of  forty  rounds  of 
beef  and  the  boiling  of  ninety  plum-puddings, 
an  insult  which  almost  persuades  the  broken- 
hearted lady  that  she  had  better  go  back  to 
mamma  and  pine  slowly. 

Another  day  Mr.  Dasher  suggests  to  his  hor- 
rified partner  that  a  plain  tea,  for  two  hun- 
dred, in  the  school-room,  might  have  concili- 
atory results  upon  vicious  electors,  and  he 
actually  has  the  effrontery  to  direct  his  own 
cherished  wife  to  set  about  toasting  one  thou- 
sand tea-cakes,  and  cutting  up  a  million  slices 
of  thin  bread  and  butter  —  a  cruel  and  un- 
merited outrage,  which,  very  properly,  ends  in 
fits  and  a  pathetic  appeal  to  any  body  with  a 
heart  to  take  her  away  and  send  for  the  nearest 
doctor. 

Early  in  the  morning  Dasher  consults  with 
Balder  on  the  Storage  of  Gunpowder  ques- 
tion, and  late  at  night  Balder,  by  special  mes- 
senger, inquires  of  Dasher  whether  it  will  be 
worth  his  while  to  allude  to  the  Rope  Trick  im- 
position. A  note  from  B.  is  sent  with  haste  to 
D.  stating  that  he  will,  if  agreeable,  tackle  the 
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Simonosaki  forts,  and  D.  answers,  with  speed, 
tliat  in  that  case  he,  D.,  will  rush  in  at  Ireland. 
Indeed,  for  any  silly  girl  to  unite  her  destiny  with 
the  tumultuous  existence  of  a  Member  of  Par- 
liament, bespeaks  either  the  love  which  defies 
death  or  a  mart^'rdom  which  deserves  poems. 

Another  great  October  amusement  is  the  show- 
ing of  cattle.  The  farmers  have  taken  advantage 
of  the  '*  eddish  "  to  fatten  up  their  stock,  and  it  is 
a  source  of  delight  to  them  to  handle,  value,  and 
abuse  each  other's  cows  and  heifers,  every  flesh- 
critic  observing  after  each  inspection,  that  he  has 
something  at  home  that  can  "  beat  that  or  he'd 
shoot  "em."  Therefore,  it  becomes  necessary,  to 
preserve  quiet,  that  cattle  shows  should  be  per- 
mitted. 

Xot  for  one  moment  do  we  suspect  that  any 
lady  could  take  any  interest  in  such  exhibitions, 
unless  a  Duke  should  preside  and  an  elegant 
repast  be  provided.  But  even  then  the  delicate, 
in  mind  and  exalted  in  principle  are  better  away. 
Only  imagine  a  gentle -hearted  woman,  full  of 
sentiment,  standing  before  a  soft- eyed  cow  and 
loving   the    milky    mother    with    a   vegetarian's 
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fondness,  when  up  walks  a  blue-frocked  butcher 
who,  digging  his  large  fingers  into  the  fleshy 
ribs,  declares  the  sweet  beast  to  be  all  meat 
down  to  the  hocks  and  worth  ^£30  to  kill  on  the 
spot.  Imagine  this,  0  woman  of  tenderness  ! 
and  then  go  into  the  tent  where  the  half-guinea 
repast  is  to  be  served,  and  partake  of  a  little  cold 
beef — if  you  can  ! 

The  pleasantest  method  we  can  suggest  to  any 
young  lady  for  passing  an  agreeable  October  is 
to  accept  the  invitation  of  some  Duke  who  pre- 
serves highly,  and  can  offer  his  noble  friends 
some  good  cover  shooting.  These  noble  friends 
are  of  the  best  blood  of  the  best  matrimonial  vin- 
tages, bottled  up  in  superior  clay  and  sealed  with 
the  royal  arms — weak  sinners  of  course,  but  well- 
proportioned  and,  on  the  average,  rich. 

So  long  as  October  lasts  and  the  covers  are 
untried,  they  will  care  more  for  a  cock  pheasant's 
tail  than  Amanda's  blue  eye,  but  to  every  day  a 
few  moments  are  granted  when  a  fluttering  heart 
may  meet  with  comfort. 

Of  course  there  are  but  very  few  dear  creatures 
who,  in   their  proper    senses,   could   expect   so 
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exclusive  a  compliment  us  an  invitation  from 
a  Duke,  for  although  it  is  a  blessed  and  fixed 
law  of  nature  that  men  always  have  and 
always  will  fall  in  love  with  pretty  faces,  yet 
Dukes  break  through  this  cobwebby  enactment 
and  defy  heaven's  legislature.  The  worst  of 
Dukes  is,  they  are  so  deucedly  reserved 
there  is  no  making  them  love  you.  They 
like  to  take  their  lifetime  "  neat,"  without  ming- 
ling. In  fact,  it  is  rather  unpleasant  to  talk 
about  such  unearthly  beings — something  like 
mentioning  ghosts  as  the  clock  strikes  midnight 
— you  expect  to  see  one  walk  in  at  your  door. 
Perhaps  we  had  better  change  the  subject  and 
descend  to  Viscounts,  Barons,  Bankers,  and 
meaner  things. 

The  great  art  in  accepting  any  invitation  is 
undoubtedly  to  imply  that,  by  granting  your 
society,  you  are  conferring  a  great  favour.  This 
requires  ingenuity  and  a  playful  wit,  even  when 
dealing  with  bankers,  unless  you  are  really  very 
beautiful,  when,  of  course,  you  need  feel  no 
hesitation  in  doing  or  saying  any  thing  you 
like,  for  you  come  under  the  same  category  as 
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daylight,  health,  and  other  indispensahle  bless- 
ings. 

Visiting  is  ver}^  expensive,  and  the  effort 
to  appear  amiable  and  fascinating  during  a 
prolonged  stay  is  enough  to  undermine  the 
strongest  constitutions,  especially  when  you  re- 
member that  Mademoiselle  Nathalie  has  piled 
up  in  her  dreadful  ledger  such  a  column  of 
heavy  extras,  that,  however  'gorgeous  the  feast, 
you  feel  as  if — instead  of  those  exquisite  entrees 
and  removes — you  had  been  devouring  filets  de 
point  lace,  vol-au-vents  de  dentelles  Beige,  or 
turbans  de  wreaths  aux  artificial  flowers. 

That  doubly  refined  and  celestially  elegant 
phenomenon  Lady  Melicent  Silkstone,  second 
daughter  of  the  wealthy  Earl  Swan  wick,  added 
such  dignity  and  grace  to  every  drawing-room 
she  entered,  that,  for  many  moments  after  her 
floating  apparition,  the  married  men  were  unable 
to  speak  even  civilly  to  their  wives 

She  was  thoroughly  acquainted  with  her  im- 
mense powers,  and  in  the  tyranny  of  her  influence 
never  accepted  an  invitation  for  a  prolonged  stay, 
unless  assured  by  her  physician  that  the  air  of  the 
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locality  was  likely  to  agree  with  her  constitution 
and  that  of  a  pet  pug-dog,  her  constant  com-. 
panion.  Many  ladies  of  high  birth — ranking 
in  court  precedence  far  before  the  lovely  Melicent 
— were  much  pained  at  her  behaviour,  and,  but 
for  the  advancement  of  medical  jurisprudence, 
would  willingly  have  poisoned  her  tooth-powder. 
Wherever  she  went  it  was  her  destiny  to  be 
disliked  by  her  own  sex  and  adored  by  the 
other. 

Neither  was  it  a  safe  amusement  for  her  envious 
rivals  to  defame  her  even  in  a  friendly  way,  for 
the  admiring  w^ere  certain  to  rush  to  the  rescue, 
and  separate  establishments  frequently  resulted. 
Indeed,  so  powerful  was  the  influence  of  her 
charming  society,  that  whenever  the  heir  to  a 
splendid  title  and  vast  possessions  exhibited 
iniquitous  inclinations,  his  anxious  relatives  at 
once  decided  that  the  only  hope  of  reclaiming 
the  profligate  vaurien  was  to  introduce  him  to 
the  entrancing  Melicent,  convinced  that  the 
moment  he  beheld  her  he  would  be  purified 
through  love's  filtered  spirit,  and  leave  off  drinking 
brandy.     Many  of  her  Ladyship's  most  earnest 
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admirers  were,  therefore,  about  the  worst  men  in 
Europe. 

Last  year,  Lady  Melicent  passed  her  October 
at  the  sumptuous  residence  of  the  Duke  of 
Farningham,  whose  eldest  son,  the  Marquis  of 
Horton,  was  intended  to  join  the  Ministry  as 
soon  as  he  had  lost  sufficiently  on  the  turf. 

The  moment  that  racy  nobleman  beheld  the 
lovely  one,  he  felt  that  the  queen  of  his  heart 
had  ascended  her  throne.  The  insolence  of  her 
daily  life  charmed  his  fancy,  and  he  sportingly 
compared  her  to  a  choice  thorough-bred,  full  of 
corn,  kicking  in  play,  and  wicked  for  fun  ;  but 
for  all  her  spirit,  to  be  easily  broken  in  and 
brought  under  command. 

It  was  indeed  a  dreadful  battle,  that  between 
the  jockey  lord  and  the  arrogant  beauty.  When- 
ever he  approached  coaxingly,  and,  as  it  were, 
"patted  her  "  with  his  impertinent  familiarities, 
she  reared  savagely  against  the  rudeness,  and 
shook  her  head  in  defiance.  Sometimes  when  he 
considered  her  more  than  usually  quiet,  he 
would  conceitedly  attempt  "  to  rise  in  his  stir- 
rups," but,  with  a  desperate  plunge,  she  would 
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dash  Lis  hopes  to  the  ground,  and  leave  him 
lowly,  crushed,  and  i)enitent. 

The  end  of  October  was  fast  approaching,  and 
the  wearied  Melicent  felt,  like  a  dutiful  child,  a 
sudden  desire  to  return  to  her  ancestors'  Gothic 
pile^  and  cheer  her  noble  relations.  Therefore^  she 
issued  imperative  orders  to  her  maid  instantly  to 
pack  up  the  bonnets. 

But  scarcely  had  the  girl  (French,  and  won- 
derful at  back  hair)  attached  the  first  luggage 
label,  when  the  Marquis  caught  her  in  the  very 
act,  and  familiar  with  the  portent  he  staggered 
to  the  nearest  library,  where  in  sheer  desperation 
he  wrote  a  letter  overflowing  with  warmth. 

He  entreated  the  conquering  heroine  to  grant 
him  before  her  departure  a  private  interview,  and 
allow  him,  on  his  knees,  to  pour  forth  his  melting 
soul  into  her  ear.  He  vowed  that  his  sentiments 
had  bolted  with  him,  and  that,  unless  she  were 
merciful,  he  should  be  a  thrown  man.  He 
pathetically  mentioned  that  he  was  unable  to 
rein  in  his  admiration  or  curb  his  affection, 
and  that  he  must  come  to  grief,  unless  she  rescued 
her  Horton. 


190  FACES    FOR   FORTUNES. 

The  talented  Melicent  had  no  sooner  perused 
this  letter,  than  she  at  once  understood  that  an 
offer  of  marriage  lay  before  her  wondering  eyes. 
Her  first  impulse  was  one  of  great  modesty,  but 
presently  recovering,  she,  out  of  consideration  for 
the  exalted  position  of  her  lover,  and  probably 
influenced  by  the  generous  hospitality  and  many 
virtues  of  the  amiable  Duke  his  father,  she,  we  re- 
peat, condescended  to  return  a  favourable  answer, 
couched  in  the  most  retiring  language,  in  which, 
after  expressing  her  astonishment  that  the  Marquis 
should  have  so  boldly  requested  a  private  inter- 
view, she  suggested  that  they  had  better  meet 
accidentally  in  the  Filbert  Grove  at  one  o^clock 
precisely. 

As  they  threaded  the  shady  walks  adorned  with 
ripe  cob  and  other  nuts,  the  enthusiastic  lord  ex- 
claimed, "  Dearest  creature,  how  was  it  possible 
for  me  to  have  resisted  the  attractions  of  your 
many  points  ?  In  colour  and  action  you  are,  I 
consider,  the  perfection  of  your  breed.  Your 
arched  neck  and  full  eye,  your  condition  and 
courage,  your  manner  not  only  of  going  but  also 
of  carrying  yourself,  denote  the  best  blood,  and 
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have  enslaved  me  before  I  was  even  aware  of  my 
captivity.  Let  me  implore  the  divine  Melicent  to 
be  merciful.  Put  the  breaking- tackle  on  me^  most 
lovely  one,  and  I  here  solemnly  promise  you 
the  teuderest  mouth,  and  ever  afterwards  will 
I  run  in  double  harness  as  quiet  as  an  old  ^un." 

Agitated  to  such  a  degree  that  to  avoid  fainting 
she  was  forced  to  lean  heavily  on  his  Lordship's 
arm^  her  fairy-hke  hands  clasped  as  if  in  supplica- 
tion, her  bosom  heaving,  her  breathing  difficult, 
and  hysteria  imminent,  the  disturbed  Mehcent 
trembhngly  replied,  "  I  expected  not  this,  my 
Lord  !  Indeed,  you  have  surprised  me  strangely  ! 
I  would  give  worlds  for  my  scent  bottle  !  I  must 
calm  my  poor  brain  !  The  warmth  of  your  ad- 
dress, the  suddenness  of  your  flattering  selection, 
the  vehemence  of  your  delivery,  require  deep 
meditation.  At  present  I  am  incapable  of  ex- 
pressing my  innermost  thoughts.  On  Monday 
next — the  twenty-sixth  if  I  mistake  not — I  will 
reply  to  your  condescending  proposal.  Now,  it 
would  simply  be  madness,  or  at  least  folly.^^ 

A  groan,  uttered  with  melting  pathos,  caused 
her  to  glance  at  her  companion.     He  was  very 
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pale.  She  was  on  the  point  of  asking  the  poor 
man  what  ailed  him,  when,  with  sudden  im- 
petuosity, he  exclaimed,  ''^  Divine  Melicent,  on 
Monday  I  am  engaged.  I  shall  be  miles  away,  at 
Newmarket.  Any  other  day  but  Monday.  It 
is  the  Houghton  INIeeting,  fairest  angel,  and 
Spinning  Jenny  is  first  favourite  for  the  Maiden 
Selling  Stakes.  She  stands  to  win  me,  if  I  have 
any  luck,  thousands.    Name  any  other  day,  and  I 

swear ^' 

It  was  never  known  what  he  would  have  sworn, 
for  Melicent,  with  a  religious  vi-ave  of  her  hand, 
checked  the  oath.  "  Be  it  so,  my  Lord  Horton," 
she  cried,  whilst  a  fine  expression  of  subdued  disgust 
beamed  in  her  eye :  "  Tuesday,  the  twenty-seventh, 
will  perhaps  better  suit  your  convenience.^' 

"  Heavens  !  would  you  see  me  expire  at  your 
beloved  feet?''  roared  his  Lordship.  "That  is 
worse  than  ever.  On  Tuesday  the  Cambridge- 
shire is  run  for,  and  I  dare  not  be  absent.  I  have 
gone,  sweetest  Mehcent,  for  a  raker  on  Climbing 
Jack.  He,  too,  is  first  favourite.  Any  day  but 
Tuesday,  my  adored  one,  and  by  this  right  hand 
I  vow '' 
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Permitting  a  sneer  to  be  distinctly  visible  on 
her  lips,  she  again  interrupted  him  : — "  I  plainly 
perceive  that  your  Lordship  has  so  many  '  first ' 
favourites,  that  it  vrould  be  imprudent  at  present 
to  add  to  the  number.  With  your  permission 
I  will  not  attempt  to  interfere  with  any  of  your 
engagements/'  and,  turning  from  him,  she  floated 
from  his  presence  with  overpowering  dignity. 

That  very  day  the  Lady  Melicent,  at  great 
personal  inconvenience,  but  thoroughly  disgusted, 
left  the  princely  residence  of  the  Duke  of  Farn- 
ingham,  and  returned  to  her  father's  hall  to  weep 
and  plot  revenge.  Her  quick  imagination  and 
great  command  of  money  enabled  her  to  concen- 
trate her  schemes. 

A  trusty  but  acute  sportsman  was  hurried  off 
to  attend  the  Newmarket  races.  He  had  pre- 
viously been  the  active  partner  in  a  betting  esta- 
blishment, and  though  reduced  through  adverse 
outsiders,  was  nevertheless  delighted  to  play  with 
other  people's  money.  His  orders  were  to  press 
the  Marquis  into  backing  his  two  favourites.  The 
scheme  succeeded.  Before  the  fatal  day  arrived 
thousands  depended  upon  the  race. 
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The  bell  was  rung  and  the  course  was  cleared. 
The  trusty  sportsman  with  a  calm  countenance 
beheld  the  noble  Horton  giving  his  last  instruc- 
tions to  the  jockey  mounted  on  Spinning  Jenny. 
The  race  was  run,  and  on  the  numbers  being 
shown,  Jumping  Kate  was  declared  the  winner. 
The  Lady  Melicent  had  won  a  fortune. 

The  next  day  the  English  sun  shone  with  a 
brilliance  not  far  inferior  to  the  Italian  effects  of 
light  and  heat,  when  thirty  noble  steeds  were  led 
forth  to  dispute  the  honour  of  winning  the  Cam- 
bridgeshire Stakes.  Eushing  about  the  betting- 
ring  might  have  been  observed  the  excited 
Horton,  calling  out  in  his  manly  voice,  '^Fll 
back  Climbing  Jack.'^  Each  time  he  offered  the 
bet  the  trusty  sportsman  answered  boldly,  "  Three 
to  one  bar  one,^'  and  then  books  were  drawn 
forth  and  wagers  entered. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  the  Marquis  was  on  his 
way  to  town,  wondering  where — without  under- 
going the  humiliation  of  applying  to  the  Duke,  his 
parent — he  could  raise  the  fifteen  thousand  pounds 
he  had  lost,  whilst  at  the  same  moment  the  acute 
sportsman  was  penning  a  letter  to  his  high-born 
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employer,  telling  her  that  Climbing  Jack  had 
from  the  first  been  nowhere,  and  that  the  Smiler 
had  won  in  a  common  canter. 

When  settling  day  arrived,  the  Marquis,  white 
as  celery,  met  his  liabilities.  But  although 
punctual,  he  was  nevertheless  abusive.  Dis- 
appointment and  usurious  post  obits  had  under- 
mined his  amiability.  As  he  delivered  over  his 
cheque  to  the  trusty  agent,  he  uttered  heart- 
rending oaths.  Presently  he  remarked,  "  If  it  is 
a  fair  question,  I  should  very  much  like  to  know  for 
whom  you  have  won  all  this  confounded  money .^^ 

"  For  the  most  noble  Lady  Melicent  Silkstone," 
answered  the  man. 

The  unhappy  nobleman  immediately  addicted 
himself  to  every  vice  under  the  sun. 

Where  pleasures  abound  and,  though  life 
should  linger  for  ninety  years,  to-morrow  is  pro- 
vided for,  single  life  adds  to  enjoyment  through 
its  freedom ;  but  we  would  advise  any  man  who 
sees  sorrow  before  him  to  get  married ;  for,  al- 
though it  is  written  that  marriage  shares  the 
comforts   of  the  world,   experience  would  show 
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that  it  more  often  ends  in  the  division  of  its 
miseries. 

It  is  not  difficult  to  understand  the  wisdom  of 
a  man  with  a  hatful  of  writs,  and  a  dozen  or  so 
of  lawyers'  clerks  and  sheriffs'  bailiffs  loitering 
about  the  street  door — a  poor  creature  who  knows 
that  the  fight  is  over,  and  the  Bankruptcy  Court 
an  inevitable  certainty — getting  married.  We  can 
'comprehend  his  counting  up  his  balance-sheet, 
with  an  immensity  of  writing  and  figuring  on  the 
debit  side,  and  the  creditor  portion  as  white  as  a 
Bishop's  sleeve,  and  then,  after  pressing  his  fists 
against  his  temples  in  sign  of  surrender,  trotting 
away  to  where  Mary  Jane  lives,  and  hurrying 
through  the  ceremony  in  time  to  surrender  to  his 
fiat. 

We  can  thoroughly  understand  the  Wiltshire 
labourer,  starving  and  freezmg  on  seven  shillings 
a  week,  endowing  with  his  worldly  goods  the 
innocent  maiden  who  is  stupid  enough  to  believe 
in  the  jest.  The  very  marriage  service  is  an 
unexpected  and  delicate  compliment  to  these 
unfortunates.  These  unliappy  wretches  require 
the  cruel  luxury  of  having  some  living  creature 


FACES    FOR   FORTUNES.  197 

perpetually    before    them    enduring    the    same 
misery  as  themselves. 

If  men  intend  to  marry,  they  should  marry 
young.  After  thirty  years  are  passed,  marriage 
is  like  a  feast  offered  to  one  who  cannot  do  it 
justice.  Whilst  the  poetry  of  youth  is  strong,  in 
those  days  when  self-sacrifice  and  generous 
impulses  are  the  romance  of  life,  then  buy  your 
wedding-rings  and  satin  waistcoats. 

There  is  one  year  of  unequalled  bliss  offered 
to  all  men — the  first  twelvemonth  after  matri- 
mony. The  heart  is  clean  and  free  from  guile, 
the  promptings  of  self  are  forgotten,  and  gene- 
rosity helps  love  to  reign. 

At  thirty  the  cares  of  the  world  interfere  with 
this  enjoyment.  Affection  is  fettered  by  the 
state  of  the  market.  He  balances  his  banker^s- 
book  to  make  sure  that  he  can  afford  a  wife. 
Before  opening  the  letter  from  his  betrothed, 
the  lover  reads  the  money  article  in  the  Times. 
He  has  to  arrange  his  tender  meetings  with  his 
darling  so  as  not  to  interfere  with  his  appoint- 
ments in  the  City.  Even  whilst  he  is  uttering 
his  vows  of  devotion  he  is  thinkin  g  in  his  cash- 
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box  mind  whether  Jenkins  and  Co.  will  honour 
their  acceptance. 

Not  so  your  younker.  He  cares  nothing  about 
the  rise  in  sugars,  so  long  as  pretty  Kate  does 
not  keep  him  waiting  too  unmercifully  at  the 
appointment  in  Kensington  Gardens.  At  his 
oiBQce,  instead  of  thinking  of  his  business,  he  is 
dreaming  of  his  fairest.  He  tears  open  his 
letters  and  throws  them  to  his  clerk  to  answer 
whilst  he  scribbles  to  his  darling ;  he  orders  and 
directs  everything  with  the  careless  rapidity  of 
one  late  for  a  train,  and,  having  neglected  business 
matters  of  the  highest  importance,  rushes  away 
an  hour  before  his  time  to  suffer  the  pangs  of 
impatience  in  his  darling''s  drawing-room,  whilst 
she  dresses  for  the  Monday's  concert. 

The  wise  man,  Thales,  being  asked  when  a 
man  should  marry,  answered,  "  A  young  man  not 
yet;  an  elder  man  not  at  all."  This  is  witty, 
but  not  true.  Old  gentlemen,  decidedly,  are 
wrong  to  "  make  fools  of  themselves  ;"  but  young 
men,  endowed  with  young  feelings  and  young 
courage,  may  act  as  imprudently  as  they  please, 
and  they  will  have  this  consolation,  that  years  of 
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after  repentance  are  as  nothing  to  the  one  j-ear 
of  newly-married  bliss ;  on  the  contrary,  they 
are  cheap  at  the  price. 

An  "elder  man's ^'  marriage  is  a  vapid,  count- 
ing-house reckoning.  An  iron-grey  bachelor 
only  sighs  for  a  wife  because  his  servant  robs  the 
tea-caddy ;  or  he  groans  piteously  over  dusty 
furniture  and  dull  French-polish,  and  wishes  he 
had  somebody  to  "  see  after"  his  property.  The 
iron-grey  bachelors  labour  under  the  mistake 
that,  if  they  could  interest  a  woman  in  the  pre- 
servation of  their  goods  by  repeating  the  myth 
that  half  of  them  belong  to  her,  the  venture 
would  be  a  prudent  one,  and  pay  in  the  long 
run.  They  often  mutter  to  themselves  that 
curious  confession  of  the  power  of  Love,  "  It 
would  be  cheaper  to  get  a  wife."  To  get  a  wife  ! 
Bless  the  fools !  As  if  a  wife  were  a  pound  of 
tea,  and  to  be  had  at  various  prices  at  the  nearest 
"little  teapot"  establishment. 

Such  macadamised  hearts  are  only  fit  for  the 
wheel  of  fortune  to  trundle  over.  They  would, 
on  the  same  self-protecting  principle,  marry  their 
head  cashiers  to  look  after  the  other  clerks  and 
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keep  them  honest :  in  fact,  they  do  often  go  to 
the  extreme  length  of  their  tether  by  raising  them 
into  partners  on  this  self-preservation  argument. 

Yet  there  is  a  time  of  life  beyond  the  middle 
age  when,  if  a  man  can  take  to  his  bosom  a  wife, 
he  does  a  clever  action — not  a  tender  or  a  noble, 
but  a  clever,  action.  I  refer  to  an  old  boy  of,  let 
us  say,  fifty-nine — one  of  your  jolly,  rollicking, 
worn-out  old  boys — a  brave  old  boy,  who  has 
gone  home  by  daylight  many  a  time,  and  now 
wakes  up  of  a  morning  with  a  thick,  dry  tongue, 
and  makes  wry  faces,  and  strikes  his  chest,  and 
thinks  he  will  consult  a  respectable  apothecary, 
and  have  his  stomach  put  thoroughly  in  order. 
Such  a  vessel  has  done  its  journey,  and  must  be- 
dry  docked. 

He  is  right  to  get  married,  if  he  can  find  any 
silly  woman  who  will  close  the  bargain.  This  is 
purchase  and  sale,  a  hiring  with  tea  and  sugar, 
an  "  engaging"  with  the  right  to  abuse,  and  no 
month's  warning  to  be  given. 

In  such  cases  calculations  are  necessary  as  to 
the  value  of  the  old  boy's  income,  and  what  he 
will  die  worth.     She  enters  on  her  place  and  its> 


FACES    FOR   FORTUNES.  201 

duties,  speculating  on  her  length  of  service. 
And  the  xvorn-out,  health-ruined  rake  has  always 
the  hest  of  it.  B}-  day  he  keeps  her  close  to 
him,  close  as  a  nurse  at  the  bedside.  If  she 
leaves  the  room  his  hand  is  on  the  bell-rope,  and 
if  the  summons  be  not  instantly  answered,  a  full 
and  true  account  must  be  given  of  every  minute's 
absence. 

These  sick  men,  who  marry  for  a  nurse,  are 
jealous.  They  instinctively  understand  that 
the  thrill  of  love  cannot  twang  for  long  when  the 
honeymoon  is  passed  at  a  water-cure  establish- 
ment, and  the  "  at  home"  begins  with  "  the  pills 
every  three  hours"  or  the  embrocation  to  be 
"  frequently  applied." 

Should  the  luckless  woman  look  from  the 
window,  her  owner  is  trying  hard  to  catch  sight 
of  the  man  he  feels  certain  she  is  admiring. 
Should  she  wish  to  change  the  atmosphere  of  the 
sick  chamber  for  the  cool  out-of-door  air,  he 
inquires,  in  mournful  tones,  "  Who  is  to  give  him 
his  physic,  if  she  is  away?"  If  he  cannot  sleep 
at  night,  he  grows  jealous  that  she,  his  own, 
should  rest  so  comfortably,  whilst  he  is  not  able  to 
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close  his  lids.  He  will  cry  for  water,  and  rouse 
her  for  twenty  tetchy  wants,  that  the  weary  vigil 
of  his  long  night  may  be  broken  by  her  attend- 
ance. 

Quarrels  begin  almost  before  the  taste  of  the 
wedding-cake  is  out  of  their  mouths,  and  soon — 
after  the  first  dispute  has  established  their  fami- 
liarity— the  use  of  coarse  language  sets  in,  as 
well  as  such  taunts  as  that  she  only  married  him 
for  his  money,  or  that  she  is  waiting  impatiently 
for  his  death.  At  the  slightest  remonstrance  on 
her  part,  he  threatens  to  alter  his  will  and  leave 
her,  as  he  found  her,  a  beggar.  If  she  sheds 
tears  he  feels  better  pleased,  because  it  proves  to 
him  that,  weak  as  he  may  be,  he  is  still  powerful 
enough  to  teach  her  he  is  her  master;  and, 
indeed,  when  the  hour  approaches  when  he  ought 
to  take  his  beef-tea  he  will  change  his  scolding 
voice  to  bland  forgiveness  and  bid  her  be  a  better 
girl  for  the  future  and  be  careful  with  the  pepper 
and  salt. 

Yes,  these  worn-out,  health-wrecked,  old  boys 
are  quite  right  to  get  married,  or  they  would 
wither  in  neglect;    but  whether  any  woman  is 
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wise  to  accept  such  a  mate  is  so  entirely  the 
business  of  the  gentle  sex  that  we  decline  offer- 
ing an  opinion  on  the  matter. 

Indeed  and  alas !  marriage  nowadays  is  alto- 
gether a  mean  makeshift  of  a  junction,  and  has 
no  more  right  to  be  called  "holy"  than  statute 
fairs.  There  are  some  men  who  are  obliged  to 
take  a  wife  at  an  early  age  and  at  any  sacrifice, 
and  they  alone  preserve  the  sanctity  of  wedlock. 
Such  are  your  sons  of  lords,  with  lands  and  titles 
that  must  be  kept  in  the  family ;  your  sons  of 
merchant  princes,  copying  the  aristocratic  ex- 
ample and  binding  their  millions  up  in  settle- 
ments ;  your  farmers,  with  crops,  cows,  cheese, 
and  butter  to  look  after ;  your  young  doctors,  to 
ease  their  patients^  qualms  as  to  the  impropriety 
of  bachelors  physicing  spinsters  and  to  keep  the 
nightbell  tinkling ;  your  bankinipts  and  Wiltshire 
labourers,  to  get  rid  of  half  their  misery. 

Schoolboys  in  the  present  day  talk  of  ensnar- 
ing heiresses.  No  decent-looking  fellow  dreams 
of  "making  a  fool  of  himself"  without  some- 
thing handsome  to  start  upon.  Like  the  French, 
our  men  have  reformed  their  code  of  love  ;  they 
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enjoy  their  rollicking  youth,  go  the  pace,  see  life, 
cut  a  dash,  and  indulge  in  every  temptation  until 
the  stomach  and  the  money  are  lost,  and  then 
they  turn  to  matrimony  to  mend  their  constitu- 
tions and  means. 

This  species  of  "repairs  neatly  executed" 
courting  ought  to  enlist  every  woman  in  the 
defence  of  their  sex.  If  they  would  but  vow, 
all  of  them,  to  remain  single  for,  let  us  say,  five 
years  (and,  bless  me,  what  are  five  years  !)  they 
would  have  every  man  in  England  down  on  his 
knees  praying  for  mercy. 

Let  a  directory  of  fine,  fierce,  finessing  matrons 
be  appointed  to  consider  all  enticing  advances 
and  decided  offers  made  by  the  deceitful  sex ;  let 
proposals  of  marriage  be  submitted  to  and  dis- 
cussed by  this  wise  tribunal;  give  it  full  power 
of  punishment  and  reward ;  let  vulgar  flirtation 
and  heartless  trifling  rank  as  a  species  of  woman- 
slaughter;  permit  this  chaste  and  enlightened 
directory  to  found  an  order  of  merit,  permitting 
them  to  present  all  good  husbands  with  the  G.H. 
medal,  or  to  adorn  all  virtuous  spouses  with  the 
V.S.  cross,  and  in  less  than  twelve  months  the 
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male  mind  would  be  purified,  ennobled,  filled 
with  reverential  awe,  and  thoroughly  prepared 
for  wedlock. 

But,  alas !  this  glorious  dream  will  never  come 
to  pass ;  the  bright  vision  must  dissolve  in  mist. 
The  women,  foolish  creatures  !  would  be  the  very 
first  to  oppose  this  enlightened  scheme.  There 
is  such  magic  in  that  singular  word  "  marriage  " 
that  even  a  reign  of  terror  and  all  the  horrors 
of  over-crowded  nunneries  could  not  conquer  the 
spell. 

Let  a  youth  of  even  unprepossessing  appear- 
ance— one  not  only  inelegant  in  deportment  but 
untutored  in  address,  simply  pronounce  the  word 
"  marriage  "  and  every  female  ear  gapes  to  catch 
it,  and  is  impatient  for  further  particulars.  As 
the  cry  of  "rat"  will  arouse  a  terrier,  and  cause 
that  graceful  dog  to  sniiff  around,  and  with  ex- 
cited countenance  to  beg,  prance,  start,  and 
bark,  so  will  this  sound,  "  marriage,"  set  maidens 
blushing,  giggling,  and  glancing  sideways. 

What  hopes,  then,  can  be  entertained  of  vic- 
tory in  this  unequal  fight,  where  surrender  pre- 
cedes the  contest ;  where,  at  the  fii'st  voile}"  of 
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compliments,  the  arms  are  dropped  and  the  proud 
conqueror  surveys  his  victims  ?  In  despair, 
we  drop  the  tear  of  pity,  and  with  it  this  most 
painful  subject. 

We  will  conclude  with  a  simple  story,  simply 
told,  of  the  sufferings  endured  by  two  unfortu- 
nates who  had  not  the  courage  to  be  happy, 
because,  forsooth,  their  path  in  life  was  not 
strewn  with  flowers,  or,  to  use  simpler  words, 
money  was  tight. 

A  better  lad  than  William  Hodkin  never 
pulled  a  turnip.  His  parents  had  at  his  birth 
presented  him  with  a  frame  of  herculean  propor- 
tions, including  an  iron  chest,  which  defied  con- 
sumption or  prostrating  catarrh.  The  docile 
William,  though  ever  foremost  in  the  village 
sports,  did  not,  nevertheless,  neglect  his  educa- 
tion, but  clung  fast  to  the  blessings  of  know- 
ledge with  a  perseverance  which  quickly  mas- 
tered long  division  and  writing,  both  round  and 
running. 

As  years  advanced  he  delivered  himself  up  to 
the  study  of  agricultural  chemistry,  and  being  a 
farmer,  made  such  progress  in  this  intricate  sci- 
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ence  that  in  one  year  alone  his  bill  for  super- 
phosi^hate  and  guano  amounted  to  over  £40. 
Respected  and  courted,  he  was  ever  a  welcome 
guest,  and  thus  became  acquainted  with  the 
amiable  and  retiring  Louisa  Holmes,  the  ac- 
knowledged heiress  of  her  aunt,  whose  income, 
through  defying  the  inquisitive,  was  not  accu- 
rately known ;  but  rumour  declared  it  to  be  a 
comfortable  independence,  her  terms  having  ever 
been  prompt  cash  on  delivery. 

Unable  to  resist  the  fascinating  influence  of 
the  handsome  "William,  the  gentle  girl  encou- 
raged his  attentions  by  accidentally  meeting  him 
on  Sunday  evenings.  Love,  thus  planted,  further 
developed  itself  over  the  same  hymn-book,  until 
the  vow  could  no  longer  be  restrained,  and,  on 
the  occasion  of  the  aunt  being  absent  bargaining 
for  eggs,  the  offer  was  made  and  blushingly 
accepted  in  the  back  kitchen. 

Now  a  new  ambition  urged  on  the  industrious 
William,  whilst  the  pensive  Louisa  could  scarcely 
believe  in  her  overflowing  happiness,  but  repeat- 
edly betrayed,  by  broken  crockery,  her  straying 
thoughts.    It  had  been  decided  by  the  lovers  that 
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their  engagement  should  be  kept  secret  from  tlieir 
relations;  for  William  could  not  reasonably  ex- 
pect his  parents  to  live  much  longer,  they  being 
then  over  seventy  and  perfectly  aware  they  must 
die ;  whilst  the  wealth  of  Louisa's  aunt  seemed 
an  insurmountable  difficulty,  that  lady  being 
strongly  opposed  to  her  niece  having  a  separate 
establishment,  and  threatening  to  make  a  nephew 
in  Scotland  her  heir  in  case  of  being  left  without 
a  servant. 

That  unhappy  day  at  length  arrived  when  no 
medical  skill  could  induce  the  sinking  parents 
of  the  heartbroken  William  to  sojourn  longer  on 
earth,  and,  after  a  comfortable  funeral,  which 
charmed  all  visitors  by  the  generosity  of  the 
entertainment  (for  many  had  come  from  a  dis- 
tance), the  weeping  orphan  found  himself  pos- 
sessed of  three  hundred  pounds,  and  effects  equi- 
valent to  a  two  days'  sale.  Now  he  consi- 
dered that  his  adored  Louisa  would  be  yielded  up 
to  him,  his  prospects  sanctioning  the  luxury  of 
double  expenditure.  But  the  cruel  aunt  con- 
ducted herself  in  an  outrageous  manner,  and  re- 
sponded to  upright  proposals  by  downright  abuse. 
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Overcome  by  emotion,  the  prostrated  William 
sought  a  final  interview  with  his  Louisa,  naming 
the  sculler}^  as  the  cherished  spot,  and  there,  true 
to  time  as  cows  to  milking,  he  pressed  his  adored 
one  to  his  bosom,  and,  seated  side  by  side  on 
the  convenient  sink,  they  swore  to  be  constant 
and  true  until  death  should  them  part. 

Wilham  is  now  in  Australia,  a  man  of  wealth, 
and  forty-three  next  birthday.  He  has  3000 
sheep,  but  he  is  not  happy.  His  countless  oxen 
run  wild  in  his  boundless  feeding-grounds,  but, 
despite  the  high  price  of  hides  and  tallow,  he 
cannot  banish  sorrow.  He  sits  over  his  fire, 
his  dogs  snoring  around  him,  and  gazes  into  the 
embers,  recalling  the  features  of  his  Louisa  in 
the  far-back  days  when  her  eyes  were  bright  and 
her  cheeks  plump  and  rosy. 

Her  portrait  hangs  close  to  the  chimneypiece 
— a  sweetly-executed  silhouette,  with  bronze  hair 
and  eyebrows — and  he  gazes  on  it  with  unutter- 
able tenderness,  and  wonders  whether  his  darling 
still  wears  her  hair  in  bands  as  in  the  time — lost 
for  ever — when  he  so  often  smoothed  them  with 
his  hands  till  they  shone  like  varnish. 
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And  where  is  Louisa  ?  Slie  is  as  rich  as  her 
dead  aunt  could  make  her.  She  sits  before  a 
tidy  hearth,  nursing  in  her  lap  a  cat — a  cat  where 
her  dear  William  should  be  !  She  caresses  the 
purring  favourite,  thinking  all  the  while  of  her 
beloved ;  passing  her  fingers  over  the  soft  fur, 
just  as  she,  when  a  girl,  would  caress  his  rough 
hands  (between  her  own)  as  he  twittered  his 
love. 

Poor  Louisa  !  She  is  an  old  maid.  The  full 
grape  has  shrunk  into  the  withered  raisin — just 
as  sweet,  but  not  so  tempting.  She  is  neat  and 
prim  as  ever,  but  thinner  by  many  an  inch  round 
the  shoulders,  and  sharp  in  the  nose.  The  full 
hair  has  withered  into  one  scanty  ringlet — the 
last  leaf  in  the  tree  before  winter  sets  in.  How- 
she  has  sighed  each  time  when,  horror-stricken, 
she  has  observed  the  widening  parting  and  thought 
that,  if  her  William  did  not  return  quicklj^,  she 
must  either  take  to  caps  or  a  front !  Fancy  Wil- 
liam detecting  his  beloved  disguised  in  a  jasey. 
Horror ! 

Neither  William  nor  Louisa  are  the  same  in 
looks  or  love  as  in  the  heartbreaking  time  when 
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they  wept  and  worshipped  and  squeezed  and 
kissed,  and  were  ready  for  hardships.  He  has 
lost  the  romance  of  courtship,  and  wishes  for  a 
wife  to  comfort  his  solitude  and  manage  his 
household.  She  has  notions  of  the  respectabili- 
ties of  life  and  the  important  position  marriage 
gives  to  a  lone  creature.  Both  of  them  prefer 
money  sure  and  in  the  hand  to  the  speculative 
hopes  of  the  good  j^ears  to  come  which  they 
were  ready  to  trust  in  and  pray  for  in  the  court- 
ing days  long  since.  Both  have  missed  a  life, 
and  allowed  the  brightest  delights  of  this  world 
to  escape  them — the  unequalled  joys  of  a  young 
marriage,  compared  to  which  sheep,  wool,  tallow, 
oxen,  tabby  cats,  and  bees-waxed  furniture  are 
as  nothing  and  utterly  valueless. 

Ladies  with  thin  side-curls  and  wide  partings, 
whose  destiny  must  be  a  jasey,  allow  us  to  inform 
you  that  in  Australia,  far  up  country,  among 
the  sheep-walks,  there  are  thousands  of  men 
quite  as  handsome  as  William  Hodkin,  and  even 
richer,  who  so  seldom  catch  sight  of  female  heads 
whether  full  or  scanty  of  hair,  that  they  adore 

anything   in  the  shape   of   a  woman,   and  treat 

p  2 
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their  shepherd's  wife  with  the  distinguished 
attentions  a  countess  might  expect  but  seldom 
meets  with;  and  that,  could  they  but  behold 
your  perished  locks,  they  would  fall  on  their 
knees  and  worship  the  one  lovely  tress  ;  and  even 
though  your  brow  might  sport  the  deceitful  front,, 
they  would,  in  their  enthusiasm,  not  only  excuse 
the  fashionable  disguise,  but  tend  it  and  brush  it 
carefully — as  they  do  their  own  best  hats — before 
you  put  it  on  in  the  morning,  and  every  Satur- 
day attend  personally  to  the  baking,  and  have 
it  ready,  crisp  and  shining,  for  your  Sunday's 
wearing. 

So  early  in  the  morning,  it  was  at  the  break  of 
day — and  even  before  the  break  of  day  during 
this  October  month,  at  a  time  when  no  respect- 
able sparrow  w^ould  venture  out  of  the  nest  to 
nibble  its  breakfast  of  fruit-buds  —  do  those 
horrible  children  open  their  eyes  and  commence 
their  pranks. 

They  are  so  healthy,  their  little  hearts  work 
like  barm  and  froth  over  with  fun.  If  they 
would  only  sit  up  late  o'  nights,  and  ruin  their 
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constitutions  Tvith  eight  o'clock  dinners,  they 
would  lie  quietly  enough  o'  mornings  ;  but 
with  a  bread-and-milk  diet  and  bedtime  at  seven, 
how  is  it  possible  to  prevent  their  laughing  at 
daybreak  ? 

Who  can  enumerate  the  parents'  delights  in 
their  child  ?  Why  does  mamma  laugh  at  the 
little  lisping  morsel  spluttering  over  a  new  word? 
Why  does  papa  stand  like  a  jolly  Colossus, 
•smiling  proudly  on  the  younker  talking  baby 
rubbish  to  its  wooden  horse  ?  There  are  certain 
waifs  and  strays  of  prettiness  about  infancy 
which  no  one  but  a  mother  would  care  to  trea- 
sure up  —  the  quaint,  sly  look,  the  toddling 
balancing  in  the  jom'ney  from  chair  to  chair,  the 
funny  ways  that  make  her  purr  with  pleasure 
like  a  cat  with  her  kitten  frisking  on  her  back. 

When  papa  comes  home  to  dinner  and  finds 
his  knees  clasped  by  baby  BiUy  asking  for  a 
kiss,  do  you  think,  as  he  stoops  to  meet  the  little 
upturned  face,  that  his  heart  does  not  swell  in 
his  bosom  and  drive  the  sparkles  to  his  eyes  ? 
That  one  affectionate  welcome  consoles  for  bank- 
rupts at  ninepence  in  the  pound,  for  ships  not 
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spoken  with,  and  the  Bank  discount  up  to  eight 
per  cent.  These  are  the  secret  pleasures  that 
reward  those  who  peojole  the  world.  And  yet 
our  3^oung  men  are  afraid  to  marry  !     Cowards  ! 

But  there  is  a  reverse  to  the  picture.  There 
is  a  cruel  list  of  trials  and  griefs  which,  were  any 
misanthrope  wicked  enough  to  catalogue  them, 
would  almost  put  an  end  to  the  sale  of  wedding- 
rings.  What  courage  and  patience  are  required 
when  sweet  Kate  is  cutting  her  teeth,  and  even 
one  wink  of  sleep  is  impossible ;  when  Doctor 
Stuff  looks  at  her  inflamed  gums,  and  thinks 
that  in  a  week  or  two  the  white  dental  spec  will 
be  through,  and  that  then  the  anxious  parents, 
who  have  not  slept  for  nights,  may  hope  for  un- 
disturbed repose ! 

What  must  poor  dear  Mrs.  Johnson  have  en- 
dured before  she  discovered,  her  precious  sooth- 
ing syrup !  What  crushing  suffering  does  even 
one  bottle  of  infants'  preservative  imply  !  Bead 
down  the  list  of  patent  medicines  offered  for  the 
relief  of  infancy,  and  conjure  up  the  screaming 
and  nursing  they  threaten. 

Whilst   Tommy  is   black   and   blue,   choking 
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with  the  croup,  Jacky  next  door  lies  like  a 
patient  little  lobster,  enduring  the  scarlet  fever. 
Just  as  pretty  Jane  is  taking  dill-water  for  her 
stomach  -  ache,  darling  Lucy  is  straining  her 
lovely  blue  eyes  with  the  hooping-cough. 

These  are  the  griefs  which  hedge  in  the  parents' 
joys — these  are  the  trials  that  force  the  anxious 
mother  to  sit  with  attentive  ears,  listening  for 
baby's  cry,  or  confine  her  to  the  sickroom,  stitch- 
ing by  the  shaded  light,  and  starting  each  time 
her  treasure  stirs  in  its  fevered  sleep.  Well  may 
married  ladies,  when  they  meet  together,  in- 
stantly begin  to  chit-chat  of  their  children's 
Bufferings.  It  is  their  just  consolation  to  find 
that  others  have  been  as  badly  ofi'  as  themselves. 

Man,  usually,  does  not  suffer  so  much  as 
woman  from  the  ailments  of  children.  He  has 
with  much  ingenuity  termed  nursing  babies 
"woman's  work."  The  male  liomo  differs  in 
sentiments  from  the  cock  pigeon,  who,  sweet 
bird !  not  only  helps  to  do  the  hatching,  but 
attends  to  the  feeding  of  its  fledglings.  It  is, 
we  are  told,  a  degradation  for  a  father  to  be  seen 
carrying  his  child.     Either  the  perambulator  or 
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the  mother  should  bear  the  burden.  The  sitting 
up  at  night  and  the  watching  by  day  are 
mamma's  lot. 

Once  we  heard  a  hard-hearted  wretch  insult 
his  wife,  who  only  wanted  him  to  nurse  his  own 
sweet  child  for  an  hour  or  two,  by  demanding,  in 
a  gruff,  noisy  voice,  "  what  she  thought  he  had 
married  her  for,  if  he  was  to  do  the  nursing?" 
Such  a  wretch  was  only  fit  to  work  at  a  washing- 
machine  and  wring  counterpanes. 

Usually  it  may  be  observed  that,  however 
much  men  will  endure  the  annoyances  of  their 
own  progeny,  they  stubbornly  refuse  to  be  bored 
with  the  vexations  of  their  neighbours'  produce. 
The  same  creature  who  fondly  embraces  the 
pouting  lips  of  his  screeching  pet,  and,  with  the 
most  coaxing  baby's  talk,  tries  to  stay  its  out- 
pourings, will  perhaps  be  the  very  first  to 
suggest  that  the  infant  interrupting  the  per- 
formance of  a  tragedy  by  its  sobbing  should  be 
"  chucked  over.^^ 

There  never  was  a  man  yet  who  liked  to  sit 
next  to  a  baby  in  an  omnibus.  We  ourselves 
object  to  it,  and  on  one  occasion  we  observed  the 
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father  of  thirteen,  living,  hastily  leave  a  vehicle 
when  a  fine  infant  was  moved  up  close  to  his 
side.  The  innocent  darling  grabs  at  your  watch- 
guard  and  tries  to  force  it  into  its  mouth.  It 
tries  to  eat  your  coat  buttons.  It  will  dis- 
honourably seize  your  walking-stick  and  refuse 
to  return  it ;  or  it  roars  because  you  will  not  let 
it  pull  your  whiskers. 

Yet  the  women  do  not  mind  getting  next  to 
the  interesting  chick.  They  inquire  after  its 
age  and  the  number  of  its  teeth,  and  they  dig 
fingers  in  the  fat  neck  and  indulge  in  the  un- 
translatable language  of  babydom  with  the  utmost 
enjoyment. 

How  a  man  can  abuse  his  feelings  to  the 
extreme  of  marrying  a  widow  with  a  ready-made 
family  is,  we  admit,  much  as  we  love  widows,  a 
puzzle.  The  only  explanation  is,  that  the  man 
has  committed  some  crime  and  wishes  to  do  pe- 
nance. What  fortune  bequeathed  by  the  defunct 
could  compensate  for  the  persecution  of  the 
inherited  darlings  ?  He  had  better  take  to  an 
infant  school,  and  soften  his  martyrdom  with 
the  reflection  that  he  is  doing  his  duty. 
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Once  we  knew  a  silly  fellow  who  led  to  tlie 
altar  a  lady  of  ample  means  and  the  mother  of 
six  children.  That  unfortunate  mortal,  before 
one  short  year  had  flown,  confessed  that  his  soul, 
like  Mary  Wedlake's  oats,  was  bruised.  The 
eldest  boy  was  possessed  of  singular  strength 
and  courage,  and  resented  a  box  on  the  ear 
with  such  activity  that  the  father-in-law  had  to 
poultice  his  eye.  The  others  waged  war  with 
secret  but  effective  vindictiveness,  diluting  his 
ink  with  oil,  cutting  the  buttons  off  his  trousers, 
concealing  red  herrings  amid  his  clean  linen, 
dissolving  salt  in  the  choicest  port  wine,  chalking 
insults  on  the  passage  walls,  and  inserting  fish- 
hooks in  his  Wellington  boots.  Neither  was 
that  man  deserving  of  any  pity.  When  he  was 
relating  his  sorrows,  and  expecting  the  comfort 
of  our  sympathy,  we  called  him  a  cuckoo  in  the 
sparrow's  nest  trying  to  turn  out  the  legitimate 
hatch,  and  recommended  him  to  endure  his 
pecking  as  if  he  liked  it,  and  turn  aside  the 
wrath  of  the  orphans  with  frequent  "  tips." 

It  has  been  our  misfortune  to  reside  in  a 
house  where,  to  our  astonishment   and   horror. 
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on  the  very  day  after  taldng  possession  of  our 
first  floor,  we  discovered  that  there  was  a  baby 
concealed  within  the  establishment.  This  unfair 
treatment  affected  us  deeply,  for  we  had  no  right 
to  complain,  because  not  a  word  had  been  said — 
not  a  question  had  been  asked — respecting  in- 
cumbrances. Little  did  we  suspect  that  people 
could  act  with  such  diabolical  deceit,  and  meanly 
attempt  by  cunning  silence  to  gloss  over  such 
dishonesty.  Early  on  the  first  morning  of  our 
sojourn  we  were  awakened  by  the  unmistakeable 
cry  of  rampant  childhood.  At  first  we  inno- 
cently imagined  that  some  brutal  parrot  had 
disturbed  our  slumbers,  and  we  rang  the  bell  to 
order  that  the  noisy  bu'd  should  either  be  covered 
over  or  destroyed. 

Then  the  fearful  disclosure  was  made  that  it 
was  "  our  Sarah."  Had  it  really  been  our  Sarah, 
no  doubt  we  should  have  loved  it,  and  enjoyed 
the  pacifying  of  its  broken  heart  and  over-worked 
lungs ;  but,  as  it  was  their  Sarah,  we  swore  to 
be  avenged.  That  lovely  child  was  nearly  killed 
with  kindness. 

To  ensure  our  sleep,  we  indulged  that  infant 
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with  at  least  half  a  pound  of  sweetmeats  every- 
day, until  its  little  stomach  sickened  and  its 
merry  little  morning  screech  ceased.  The 
expense  was  great,  but  nothing  to  the  invaluable 
blessing  of  slumber.  When  we  were  leaving  that 
house,  the  unsuspecting  parents  called  us  the 
kindest-hearted  gentleman  ''  to  children "  they 
had  ever  known.  Their  Sarah  has,  I  hear,  since 
recovered,  and  is  again  in  full  morning  voice. 

We  remember,  too,  that  on  one  occasion  we 
slept  with  a  fine  little  fellow,  who  in  a  few  weeks 
would  be  aged  three.  He  retired  to  rest  at  seven 
p.m.,  and  we  sat  talking  philosophy  with  his 
IDapa,  until  two  o'clock  the  next  morning.  As 
the  clock  struck  five,  we  were  aroused  by  a  heavy 
weight  rolling  about  our  countenance,  and  dis- 
covered that  our  innocent  little  bedfellow  was 
calmly  sitting  on  our  head  and  chattering  abo- 
minable nonsense.  His  nurse  did  not  fetch  him 
until  seven,  by  which  time  many  of  our  noblest 
features  were  severely  damaged. 

Either  children  should  be  put  to  bed  in  padded 
rooms  whence  no  sound  can  escape,  or  outhouses 
should  be  especially  devoted  to  their  use.     To 
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confess  to  a  love  of  children  is  simply  to  claim 
to  be  human;  but  such  affections  are  never 
thoroughly  aroused  before  midday.  To  expect 
that  one's  ;tenderest  emotions  should  be  in  full 
play  with  the  daylight^  is  highly  absurd  and  un- 
christian-like. 

Conspicuous  in  our  list  of  friends,  we  feel  the 
greatest  pride  in  placing  the  esteemed  name 
of  that  sweet  lady  and  excellent  mother  Mrs. 
Minkey.  Into  the  bosom  of  that  family  we  are 
received  on  such  intimate  equality  that  we  have 
been  permitted  to  kiss  baby  in  its  nightgown, 
and  have  been  asked  to  hear  the  children  repeat 
their  prayers.  But  we  never  passed  a  night 
under  the  Minkey  roof  but  once,  and  never  will 
we  do  so  again. 

At  six  a.m.  the  five  sweet  cherubs  of  our 
much  prized  friend  Mrs.  Minkey  commence  their 
pranks  for  the  day.  Baby — dear  Julius — begins 
by  crowing  and  boxing  at  the  flies,  and  in  time 
he  arouses  Clara,  who  kicks  Horace,  who  crawls 
on  to  Emily,  who  nearly  pushes  Rose  out  of  bed, 
That  affectionate  little  angel,  Clara,  never  would, 
from  an  infant,  go  to  bed  without  something  to 
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cuddle,  and  lier  favourite  nursling  is  a  kitten, 
which  she,  sweet  ignorant  pet,  insists  on  mis- 
calling a  rabbit.  Directly  Clara  is  conscious 
she  cries  for  her  rabbit,  and  a  hunt  commences 
which  may  be  heard  from  the  back  coal- cellar 
to  the  topmost  garret. 

The  kittens  that  are  squeezed  to  death  in 
Mrs.  Minkey's  house  would  yearly  fill  a  band- 
box. All  the  mischief  that  occurs  in  those  early 
morning  hours  are  solely  due  to  kittens.  Either 
baby  is  disfigured  with  a  scratch  as  long  as 
the  red  lines  of  a  ledger,  or  in  the  struggles  for 
possession  Clara  is  pitched  head  foremost  on  to 
the  floor,  or  Horace  and  Rose  fight  and  pull  each 
other's  hair  until  it  is  a  mercy  they  are  not  bald- 
headed  for  the  remainder  of  their  days. 

A  pretty  game  which  has  of  late  pleased  these 
darlings  very  much,  and  never  failed  to  keep 
them  very  quiet,  is  playing  at  "  winter,"  and 
hiding  pussy  in  the  snow,  and  for  this  purpose 
the  feather-bed  is  torn  open  and  the  contents 
spread  about  the  room.  The  white  feathers  well 
scattered  over  the  carpet  have  quite  the  effect  of 
a  severe  frost.     When  Mrs.  Minkey  first  heard 
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of  this  extraordinary  performance,  instead  of 
giving  way  to  anger  she  smiled  and  blessed  her 
children,  exclaiming,  "  The  darlings,  only  to 
think  of  their  imagining  such  a  thing !  " 

Who  does  not  love  children  ?  They  are  cer- 
tainly preferable  in  the  afternoon,  with  their 
silken  hair  nicely  brushed,  and  their  pretty 
clothes  on ;  but  rather  than  be  without  their 
sweet  voices  and  angel  faces,  any  man  of  feeling 
would  turn  cradle -rocker  at  the  Foundling  and 
learn  nonsense  baby-songs  besides  mixing  pap 
and  dingle -dangling  in  the  approved  nursery 
style. 

In  proof  of  our  softness  of  heart  towards  the 
helplessness  of  infancy,  we  will  mention  that  we 
have  before  now  obliged  a  fine  yearling  boy — a 
martyr  to  slobbering — with  the  loan  of  a  white 
cambric  handkerchief,  and  not  so  very  long  since 
we  wheeled  a  perambulator  half-way  up  Eegent 
Street. 

About  two  years  ago  it  was  reported  that  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  intended  to  bring 
into  Parliament  a  bill  authorising   a  tax  to  be 
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levied  upon  bachelors.  Whether  this  was  seri- 
ously intended  by  Government,  or  whether  it  was 
merely  one  of  those  absurd  political  canards  in- 
dulged in  by  tittle-tattlers  in  the  hopes  of  creat- 
ing confusion  or  gaining  notoriety,  we  cannot 
assert,  but  the  sensation  created  by  the  rumour 
shook  London  to  its  centre,  and  gained  the  en- 
thusiastic support  of  all  spinsters,  both  of  uncer- 
tain and  certain  age,  and  with  and  without  a 
mother's  sheltering  love  to  protect  them. 

Several  influential  meetings  were  held  in  some 
of  the  first  drawing-rooms  to  consider  the  amount 
that  ought  to  be  levied  per  single  man.  At  one 
meeting,  so  numerously  attended  that  a  lady  of  title 
was  obliged  to  sit  in  the  fire-place,  it  was  unani- 
mously resolved  that  six  ladies  (then  present),  the 
wives  of  members  of  Parliament,  should  be  deputed 
to  wait  upon  their  husbands,  and  demand  in  the 
fiercest  manner  and  in  the  names  of  the  women 
of  England,  that  the  bill  be  immediately  hurried 
through  the  House  and  the  tax  levied  directly. 
The  mother  of  eight,  all  unmarried,  spoke  for  two 
hours,  without  feeling  the  slightest  fatigue,  and  then 
sat  down  only  because  she  became  monotonous. 
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A  grandmotlier  moved  tlie  company  to  tears,  and 
had  to  be  removed.  A  Tridow,  with  four,  uttered 
sarcasms  so  abusive  that  she  carried  the  entire 
assembly  with  her,  and  was  publicly  thanked. 
Embroidery,  tatting,  and  crochet  were  laid  aside, 
the  excitement  causing  false  stitches  and  mis- 
takes. The  meeting  was  at  last  adjourded,  and 
tea  served. 

At  another  and  perhaps  a  more  important 
gathering,  held  at  the  spacious  mansion  of 
a  Miss  Oldern,  for  the  express  purpose  of 
learning  the  sentiments  of  the  younger  mem- 
bers of  female  society,  a  sweet  little  chit,  with  her 
hair  down  her  back,  spoke  with  great  severity, 
and  gave  it  as  her  opinion  that  any  man  who  was 
unmarried  after  his  twenty-first  birthday  ought 
to  be  banished,  or  at  least  warned  not  to  do  it 
again.  Another  lovely  little  minx,  who  admitted 
she  had  only  left  school  "  last  half,"  declared  that 
if  Government  would  allow  her  to  have  her  way, 
she  would  order  a  law  to  be  read  in  every  church 
commanding  that  no  single  man  should  be 
allowed  more  than  fifty  pounds  a  year  to  live 
upon,  and  not  that  unless  he  reformed.     Decid- 
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ediy  the  climax^  and  the  speech  of  the  eveniug^ 
was  when  Miss  Oldern,  after  taking  a  cough 
lozenge  and  arranging  her  cap,  called  upon  the 
company  to  be  calm_,  and  in  energetic  language 
introduced  her  sliding  scale,  according  to  which, 
youths  under  twenty-five  were  to  pay  an  income- 
tax  of  sixpence  in  the  pound,  and  old  boys  of 
ninety,  certainly  not  less  than  nineteen  shillings 
out  of  every  sovereign,  as  a  fine  to  Government, 
the  proceeds  to  be  annually  divided  amongst  the 
neglected  women  of  the  British  empire. 

A  bachelor  of  great  respectability,  who  for- 
wards his  afiidavit  to  prove  his  character,  write* 
as  follows : — 

''  It  strikes  me  that  of  all  the  unjust  taxes  ever 
thought  of  by  a  corrupt  and  tyrannical  woman- 
hood, the  one  proposed  is  the  most  iniquitous. 
"Why  single  men  should  be  fixed  upon  to  add 
so  largely  to  the  revenue,  I  cannot  understand. 
Have  they  any  families  to  defend?  I  should 
hope  not.  Have  they  any  furniture  to  fight  for 
beyond  the  patent  coffee-pot  and  tobacco  jar  ? 
No !  it  is  only  a  mean  party  spirit  that  prompts 
such  ideas.     As  well  might  hotel-keepers  ask  for 
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a  tax  upon  all  teetotallers,  or  the  butchers  pro- 
pose a  burden  upon  the  incomes  of  vegeta- 
rians, as  the  spinster  to  demand  this  infamous 
and  low  extortion  from  the  scanty  purse  of  the 
already  heavily  oppressed  bachelor.  Surely  the 
vromen  of  England  cannot  be  aware  of  the  suffer- 
ings of  this  struggling  class.  Permit  me  to  draw 
up  a  list  of  the  taxes  that  at  present  weigh  so 
heavily  on  all  the  unmamed  youths  of  England. 

"  A  bachelor  is  taxed  with  want  of  politeness 
if  he  refuses  to  fetch  a  cab,  even  though  it  is 
raining  hard  enough  to  float  the  Ark,  and  the 
nearest  stand  is  in  the  fourth  turning  to  the 
right,  after  you  have  passed  the  second  turn- 
pike. 

"  He  is  taxed  with  being  unfeeling  and  worse 
than  a  brute  if,  when  a  delightful  little  pet 
spaniel,  full  of  play,  bites  his  calves  and  tears  his 
trousers,  he  accidentally  kicks  it  and  sends  it 
howling  to  the  other  side  of  the  room. 

He  is  taxed  with  being  selfish  if,  after  having 
waited  an  hour  on  a  Patti  night,  at  the  pit 
entrance   of    the  Opera-house,   and  pushed   and 

fought  until  his  coat  is  nearly  torn  off  his  back 
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in  struggling  for  a  place,  he  refuses  to  give  up 
his  seat  to  an  old  woman,  with  a  nose  like  a 
cucumber,  and  eyebrows  you  might  plait,  who 
has  coolly  walked  in  just  as  the  third  act  is 
finished,  speculating  on  the  rights  of  women  for 
the  best  place  in  the  house. 

"  He  is  taxed  with  being  a  fop  if  he  refuses  to 
carry  a  parcel,  whether  it  be  a  bonnet-box  as  big 
as  a  drum,  or  a  hearth-rug  stoutly  bound  up  in 
brown  paper,  or  a  parrot's  cage  a  yard  high,  for 
a  young  lady  of  thirty-six  who  is  anxious  to  save 
the  expense  of  sending  her  heavy  goods  by  the 
Parcels  Delivery  Company. 

"  He  is  taxed  with  a  want  of  religious  feeling 
if,  when  he  has  gone  to  the  country  to  pass  the 
Sunday  with  some  relations,  he  refuses  to  accom- 
pany his  aunt  to  afternoon  service,  and  after- 
wards— ^with  an  early  dinner  bothering  his 
digestive  powers — to  read  aloud  one  of  Blair's 
beautiful  sermons  whilst  the  gentleman  of  the 
house  calmly  takes  his  after-dinner  nap,  and 
finally  if  he  declines  to  escort  the  young  ladies 
to  chapel  in  the  evening  and  miss  his  return  train. 

*'  He  is  taxed  with  being  dainty  if  he  refuses  to 
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eat  hashed  mutton  with  gravy  as  thin  and  wlutc 
as  soapy  water. 

**  He  is  taxed  with  indulging  in  intoxicating 
drinks  if,  when  spending  the  evening  with  a 
friend,  he  objects  to  take  more  than  six  cups  of 
tea,  and,  on  being  asked  if  he  wouhl  prefer  a 
little  brandy- and- water,  says  'Of  course.' 

"  He  is  taxed  with  being  selfish  if,  after  run- 
ning his  legs  ofi:'  to  catch  the  last  omnibus,  he 
objects  to  give  up  his  place  and  hire  a  cab,  or 
walk  six  miles  through  the  rain,  to  oblige  an 
elderly  female  with  a  highly  offensive  counte- 
nance and  all  the  dictatorial  assumption  of  the 
most  lovely  of  her  sex. 

"  He  is  taxed  with  being  a  coward  if  he  refuses 
to  level  to  the  earth  a  man  rather  taller  than  most 
giants  ought  to  be,  and  with  the  muscles  bulging 
out  his  coat  sleeves  like  cannon  balls  in  a  sack, 
because  the  vulgar  monster  objects  to  a  lively 
giggling  flirtation  being  indulged  in  whilst  Miss 
Bateman  is  melting  everybody  to  tears,  and  any- 
body dropping  a  pin  would  be  turned  out  of  the 
theatre  for  creating  a  disturbance." 
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NOVEMBER. 

This  gloomy,  cold,  mildewed  month  is  a  dis- 
grace to  any  respectable  almanack.  There  are 
no  flowers,  excepting  a  few  unpleasant  chrysanthe- 
mums ;  the  wind  blows  with  a  furious  spite  that 
means  rheumatism,  lumbago,  and  catarrh;  the  sun 
shirks  his  work,  the  trees  are  naked,  the  grass  is 
withered !  Nature's  clothing  and  finery  are  worn 
out,  and  a  poor  creature  might  as  well  stop  in 
bed  as  stay  in  England  for  the  thirty  days. 

The  terrible  consequences  of  a  cold  are  well 
known  to  every  lady, — nose  swollen,  eyes  inflamed, 
voice  altered,  and  temper  aff'ected.  It  is  utterly 
impossible  for  the  brightest  mind  to  make  the 
influenza  look  pretty.  Sneeezing  is  a  highly 
offensive  calamity.  That  perfect  woman,  Lady 
E-ubbage,  forfeited  the  affection  of  a  husband 
whom  she  adored,  through  not  having  sufficient 
presence  of  mind  to  conceal  her  sternutation. 
He  saw  her  do  it !  For  hours  did  she  sue  for 
forgiveness,  but  to  his  dying  day  he  was  haunted 
by  the  image  of  her  convulsed  features. 
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Another  terrible  calamity  which  is  singularly 
prevalent  during  November,  is  that  caused  by 
the  lodging  of  a  smut  on  the  forehead  or  nose. 
The  sooty  particles  adhere  to  even  the  most  po- 
lished brow  or  ivoried  aquiline.  Unconscious  of 
the  visitation,  the  innocent  creature  passes  her 
small  hand  over  her  refined  features,  and  instantly 
the  smut  is  elongated  into  a  comet-shaped  smudge. 
A  very  good  man,  now  a  saint,  made  it  his  special 
mission  during  the  whole  month  of  Xovember,  to 
perambulate  the  most  fashionable  streets  of  Lon- 
don, and  whenever  he  perceived  a  sweet  afflicted 
one,  he  instantly  informed  her  of  the  disfigure- 
ment, at  the  same  time  producing  from  his  pocket 
an  elegant  mirror  and  a  bottle  of  rose-water. 
This  delicate  attention  won  him  innumerable 
blessings,  but  he  obstinately  declined  presents, 
even  when  valuable,  and  no  coaxing  could  induce 
him  to  reveal  his  name — a  folly  which  cost  him  a 
fortune,  for  a  lady  who  particularly  wanted  to 
leave  him  her  entire  property  was  obliged  through 
lack  of  particulars  to  will  it  to  her  relatives.  He 
was  always  supposed  to  have  been  disappointed 
in  love,  and  wore  a  cloak. 
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The  temperature  of  the  atmosphere  during  No- 
vember is  of  the  very  worst  selection :  not  cold 
enough  for  health  but  not  warm  enough  for  plea- 
sure. Whenever  a  lady  imprudently  ventures  to 
leave  her  home  she  is  absolutely  forced  to  walk 
at  a  pace  which,  although  highly  commendable  in 
a  person  sent  on  an  errand,  is  positively  afflicting 
in  one  who  has  all  the  day  before  her,  and  might, 
if  the  fancy  seized  her,  make  Piccadilly  a  two 
days'  journey.  Grace  and  ultra  activity  cannot 
commingle.  The  unctuous  slow  movement  re- 
fuses to  combine  with  acid  rapidity. 

That  paragon  of  elegance,  Carlotta  Grisi — once 
a  star  on  earth,  but  now  in  heaven — registered  a 
vow  that  she  would  retire  to  a  nunnery  if  Perrot — 
the  best  ballet  master  that  has  for  ages  breathed — 
ever  gave  her  a  pas  seul  with  a  prestissimo  move- 
ment, a  threat  which  so  affected  the  manager  that 
he  for  weeks  could  eat  nothing  but  dry  toast. 

Very  naturally,  and  admitted  by  all  who  have 
thought  on  the  subject,  the  chief  inducement  to 
live  in  London,  and  one  of  the  reasons  why  Eng- 
lishmen are  so  proud  of  their  country,  is  the  pro- 
digal display  of  astounding  beauty  which  daily 
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decorates  the  metropolis.  But  the  cruelty  which 
yearly  assails  us  during  the  inclement  month  of 
November  is,  that  any  lady  who  is  brave  enough 
to  venture  into,  what  poets  call  the  "  open/'  must, 
unless  she  prefers — as  the  doctors  say — catching  her 
death,  dart  along  the  thoroughfares  with  a  rapi- 
dity which  is  only  equalled  by  that  of  a  nervous 
fish  who  suddenly  discovers  that  he  is  being 
watched. 

As  you  take  your  daily  walk,  a  face  you 
could  gaze  on  for  days  advances,  and  before 
you  have  time  to  devote  your  attention  to  the 
study  of  its  unparalleled  beauty,  it  whizzes  past 
and  is  lost  in  space.  Intent  on  gathering  know- 
ledge, the  enthusiast — perhaps  an  artist  seeking 
a  peculiar  form  of  eyebrow,  or  may  be  a  poet 
finishing  a  volume  "  On  Woman," — turns  round 
and  attemps  to  follow  the  lively  apparition.  He 
might  as  well  attempt  to  chase  a  ghost.  He  can 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  seal-skin  mantle  turning 
the  corner,  he  hurries  on  with  racing  speed,  he 
pushes  through  crowds  and  elbows  the  mob,  but 
his  praiseworthy  endeavours  are  useless,  she  has 
vanished.     Her  twinkling  feet  have  skipped  into 
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distance.  The  picture  must  remain  imperfect, 
and  the  poem  incomplete. 

One  of  the  most  fearful  accidents  that  ever 
happened  was  caused  by  the  rapid  pace  which  the 
inclemency  of  November  imposes  upon  the  deli- 
cate sex.  After  braving  with  entire  success  the 
climate  and  disturbed  state  of  India,  Captain 
Hodder  returned  to  England  to  recruit  his  health. 
Determined,  at  any  personal  sacrifice,  to  assist  his 
recovery,  he  every  afternoon  walked  in  Regent 
Street. 

One  day  in  November  as  he  was  crossing  the 
road  he  suddenly  beheld,  advancing  from  the 
opposite  pavement,  a  countenance  the  like  of 
which  he,  although  an  experienced  traveller,  had 
never  gazed  upon.  Almost  paralysed  by  his 
emotions,  his  nerves  unstrung,  his  heart  flutter- 
ing, he  stood  rooted  to  the  Macadam,  when  a 
common  cab  heavily  laden  with  luggage  knocked 
him  down. 

He  was  taken  up  for  dead.  By  a  surgical 
miracle  he  recovered,  but  for  months  he  re- 
mained bound  up  in  splints,  more  like  a  bundle 
of  fire-wood  than  a  human  captain.     He  never 


FACES    FOR   FORTUNES.  235 

could  learn  the  number  of  the  cab,  but  he  dis- 
covered the  address  of  the  lady  and  married  her 
the  very  day  he  left  off  crutches.  Nothing  on 
earth  could  ever  persuade  that  man  to  pass  an- 
other November  in  London. 

Can  anything  exceed  in  its  unpleasantness  a 
metropolitan  fog  ?  In  the  country  fogs  are  not 
to  be  compared  with  the  town  horrors ;  the  vil- 
lagers are  simply  swallo-wing  clouds,  the  same 
floating  vapour  which  sails  so  beautifully  across 
the  blue  sky,  but  a  little  more  concentrated,  as 
though  the  cotton  wool  had  been  compressed  into 
felt.  But  in  London  the  unhappy  mortal  is  in- 
hahng  over-proof  chimney  smoke,  and  might  as 
well  thrust  his  head  down  a  kitchen  flue,  after 
fresh  coals  have  been  put  on,  as  venture  abroad 
into  the  thickened  air.  It  is  as  if,  in  a  fit  of 
madness,  you  were  attempting  to  view  a  landscape 
through  stout  brown  paper. 

The  flavour  is  most  unpleasant,  verging  some- 
what upon  singed  wool.  It  acts  on  the 
throat  with  the  deadliness  of  a  prolonged  gar- 
rotting, and  afflicts  the  chest  with  aU  the  evils 
exhibited    by    the     most     determined     asthma. 
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especially  the  wheezing  and  the  chopping  cough. 
Should  any  imprudent  creature  open  her  win- 
dow to  see  what  is  the  matter  with  the  day- 
light, the  heavy  fumes  roll  into  the  apartment, 
and  to  regain  her  chair  is  like  playing  a  stupid 
solitary  game  of  blind  man^s  buff,  and  moreover 
a  buff  of  the  richest  hue.  In  the  streets  the  most 
distressing  accidents  occur  :  foot  passengers  charge 
against  each  other;  a  boy,  late  perhaps  for  the 
post,  runs  at  full  speed  into  some  highly  respect- 
able old  lady ;  a  servant  girl  hurrying  home  with 
the  dinner  beer  gives  to  some  worthy  old  gentle- 
man his  "  death  of  cold,^^  and  ruins  his  waistcoat. 
Only  two  years  ago  this  very  November,  as 
Mary  Anne  Hollerback  was  returning  from  taking 
her  music  lesson,  a  fog,  so  thick  it  almost  wanted 
a  railway  contractor  to  cut  through  it,  suddenly 
descended  on  the  sweet  child,  and  not  two  yards 
could  she  see  before  her.  To  use  her  own  words 
it  was  like  fainting — dimness  and  choking.  To 
add  to  her  distress  she  was  surrounded  by  a 
crowd  of  link  boys  who,  imp-like,  suddenly 
appeared  out  of  the  darkness,  and  all  wanted 
twopence. 
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Her  danger  was  imminent,  when  Joe  La- 
vender, a  man  of  exquisite  build  and  great  moral 
worth,  who  had  just  come  up  from  Bedford, 
where  his  regiment  was  quartered,  rushed  to  the 
rescue,  and  seizing  from  one  of  the  urchins  a 
blazing  torch,  thoroughly  thrashed  the  herd,  and 
drove  them  howling  to  seek  another  victim.  The 
grateful  girl,  profuse  in  thanks,  the  more  valuable 
because  timidly  uttered,  gladly  accepted  the  pro- 
tection of  her  deliverer,  who,  after  losing  his  way 
for  three  hours  and  talking  great  nonsense,  at  last 
restored  her  to  her  anxious  famil3^ 

Poor  Joe  has  often  confessed  he  would  have 
married  that  girl  if  it  had  been  possible,  but  at 
his  very  first  flirtation  the  family  interfered,  and 
informed  him  their  Anne  was  engaged  to  an 
eminent  hop  factor,  and  that  they  would  rather 
not  disturb  the  family  arrangements. 

During  this  month  ladies  must  not  be  in  the 
least  surprised  on  beholding  many  gentlemen, 
hitherto  tame  and  prepossessing,  suddenly  turn 
mad,  for  hunting  is  in  full  force.  The  evil  worked 
by  that  foul-smelling  wretch,  the  fox,  is  incalcul- 
able.     That  abominable    "brush"   sweeps  away 
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the  delicacy  and  attention  which  every  small- 
waisted  lamb  has  a  right  to  expect.  The  man, 
who  for  the  last  three  months  has  been  so  atten- 
tive^ that  really  friends  began  to  talk  about  the 
familiarity  of  his  behaviour,  and  even  papa  (the 
last^  of  course,  to  suspect  anything)  had  noticed  it, 
this  same  man  will,  the  instant  hunting  com- 
mences, burst  from  his  silken  fetters,  throw  his 
leg  across  his  horse,  commence  yelling  tally-ho, 
and  using  coarse  language. 

The  only  chance  the  heart-broken  girl  has  of 
making  him  happy,  is  to  gallop  after  him,  and 
jump  hedges,  and  be  bumped.  There  was  an 
extraordinary  story  told  of  Squire  Horsfield — 
quite  a  young  man,  and  made  of  gold — who  was 
mad  for  the  hounds.  He  was  actually  proposing 
to  a  young  lady,  bungling  through  the  interesting 
ceremony,  when  Charley  Meelud,  who  was  suffer- 
ing the  most  poignant  tortures  jealousy  can  inflict, 
suddenly  bellowed  forth  a  full  chested  "view, 
holloa."  In  an  instant  the  trembling,  blushing, 
expectant  girl  was  forgotten.  The  Squire  snorted 
horse-like,  and,  jumping  up  so  suddenly  that  in 
taking  his  arm  from  around  her  waist  he  nearly 
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pulled  her  out  of  her  chair,  off  he  started,  to 
learn  in  which  direction  the  fox  had  gone. 

When  Meelud  entered  the  room,  he  found  the 
insulted  beauty  in  an  attitude  that  would  have 
suited  Lady  Macbeth,  and  rather  more  savage 
than  the  Scotch  lady.  He  darted  to  her  side, 
and  being  a  rising  barrister,  pleaded  his  cause 
with  such  elegance  of  expression  and  earnestness, 
that  any  jury  would  have  given  him  their  verdict ; 
and  before  the  other  simpleton  had  discovered  the 
trick,  the  enraptured  Charles  had  been  permitted 
to  call  his  future  bride  by  her  Christian  name, 
and  in  the  chastest  manner  impress  one  kiss  on 
her  satin  brow. 

It  is  a  pretty  sight  to  see  ladies  following 
the  hounds,  but,  somehow  or  other,  we  would 
sooner  they  stayed  away.  We  cannot  help  but 
think  that  the  sport  tends  to  lower  and  un- 
womanise  them.  A  child  with  a  neck  of  the 
most  delicate  formation  rushes  at  a  fence,  and 
over  she  goes  !  her  thoroughbred  caring  no  more 
for  her  slight  weight,  than  if  it  carried  a  doll  on 
its  back.  But  if  she  had  fallen,  that  sweet  neck 
would  have  snapped  like  an   ivory   stick.      Can 
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anything  be  more  painful  than  the  idea  of  a 
woman  crushed  by  a  fall^  her  limbs  broken,  her 
life  nearly  gone^  and  only  a  set  of  rough  fox- 
hunters  to  pick  her  up  and  carry  her  home,  curs- 
ing her  all  the  time  for  spoiling  their  day's 
sport. 

Besides,  we  object  to  any  amusement  which 
has  a  tendency  to  make  women  fearless  and  bold. 
They  should  be  nervous,  and  sensitive,  and  the 
idea  of  offending  their  husbands  should  fill  them 
with  grief,  or  what  on  earth  is  to  become  of  the 
husbands?  If  every  time  he  expresses  his  wishes 
he  is  to  be  opposed  and  battled  with,  what  harm 
does  she  not  inflict  upon  her  own  sex  by  fright- 
ening back  into  celibacy  men  who  were  matri- 
monially inclined,  instead  of  assuring  the  timid 
boys  by  the  tempting  example  of  the  peace  and 
happiness  of  wedlock,  and  coaxing  them  on  to 
their  irrevocable  proposals. 

We  could  mention  one  very  happy  couple  who 
were  both  passionately  fond  of  hunting,  and  yet 
never  quarrelled;  we  refer  to  Colonel  and  Mrs. 
MacRoney.  He  was  of  Irish  descent,  she  was 
the  daughter  of   a  banking-house.     They  loved 
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and  never  relented.  Out  of  her  private  fortune 
she  presented  him  with  a  high-mettled  hunter,  for 
which  she  paid  six  hundred.  It  was  her  delight 
to  array  him  in  his  pink  and  his  dandy  top-boots, 
clapping  her  hands  with  delight  as  he  paraded 
before  her  enraptured  eyes. 

One  day  a  stable-boy  brought  her  word  that 
during  the  night  the  finest  Cochin  fowl  in  her 
yard  had  been  carried  ofi*,  and  it  was  suspected 
that  a  fox  was  the  purloiner.  Instead  of  feehng 
angry  —  although  the  bird  was  worth  many 
guineas — she  gave  orders  that  no  one  should 
interfere  with  the  pilferer  of  her  hen-roost.  The 
animal  was  tracked  to  a  neighbouring  planta- 
tion. It  was  found  that  the  brute  was  the 
father  of  a  fine  family  of  six  flufly  cubs.  Every 
day  that  sainted  woman  ordered  that  three  of 
her  plumpest  fowls  should  be  deposited  at  a 
convenient  distance  from  the  vermin^s  residence, 
for  the  comfort  of  the  interesting  family. 

The  ColoneFs  birthday  arrived.  It  had  ever 
been  his  fair  partner's  custom  to  present  him  on 
that  joyful  occasion  with  an  ofi'ering  of  considerable 
value.      But  though    she  congratulated    him  on 
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his  natal  morn  with  her  usual  warmth,  no  gift 
celebrated  the  event.  He  was  startled.  At 
breakfast  he  inquired  why  no  eggs  were  served. 
The  answer  was,  that  all  the  fowls  had  perished. 
In  vain  did  he  look  towards  his  worshipped  wife 
for  an  explanation,  she  simply  smiled. 

Presently  she  proposed  that  they  should  enjoy 
the  fine  mid-day  air  and  walk  abroad.  They  saun- 
tered towards  the  plantation.  Artfully  managing 
that  their  approach  should  be  noiseless,  she  was 
fortunate  to  arrive  at  the  very  moment  when 
the  vixen,  surrounded  by  her  frisking  cubs,  was 
enjoying  the  warm  rays,  permitting  her  progeny 
to  gambol  like  kittens.  Pointing  to  the  happy 
family,  the  devoted  wife  exclaimed — "  Colonel, 
that  is  the  birthday  present  I  have  intended  for 
your  future  delights.  You  asked  for  an  eg^, 
and  were  surprised  at  finding  your  command 
was  not  obeyed.  My  eggs  have  gone  to  nourish 
those  lovely  cubs.  Every  fowl  I  possessed  has 
been  devoted  to  their  sustenance.  Birds  that 
would  have  taken  the  first  prize  at  any  poultry 
show  have,  without  a  murmur,  been  delivered 
over  to  their  rapacity.     I  present  you  with  that 
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litter  of  foxes  for  your  birthday  gift.  Are  you 
contented  ?  " 

He  seized  her  with  furious  love,  and  imprinted 
on  her  cheek  a  multitude  of  burning  kisses,  each 
of  which  would,  under  any  other  circumstances, 
have  raised  a  blister. 

During  November,  it  is  better  that  any  young 
lady  of  sensitive  feelings  should  be  prevented 
from  reading  the  daily  newspapers.  They  abound 
with  heartrending  news.  One  column,  headed 
"The  recent  gales,"  will  contain  an  account  of 
some  dozen  shipwrecks.  Such  lines  as  "  all  hands 
perished,"  or,  "  during  the  day,  thirty  bodies  were 
washed  ashore,"  must  distress  a  tender  heart 
almost  to  sickness.  Then  again,  the  mournful 
season  acts  with  deadly  depression  on  the  afflicted, 
and  suicides  are  of  daily  occurrence.  The  pain- 
ful paragraphs  haunt  the  imagination,  and  instead 
of  appearing  bright  and  happy,  the  sympathetic 
creature  is  pondering  over  the  weakness  of 
humanity,  and  the  sorrows  of  life. 

All  good  men — and,  by  the  powers,  they  are 

scarce  enough — delight  in  the  society  of  ladies. 

The  sweet   ideas,   the   delicate   sentiments,   the 

R  2 
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affecting  sympathies  which  emanate  from  their 
tender  hearts,  act  with  indescribable  power  on 
the  pensive  lobes  of  right-minded  males. 

Unfortunately,  however,  these  good  men  are — 
as  every  good  man  is  sure  to  be — married ;  and 
although  their  society  is,  generally  speaking, 
highly  appreciated,  yet,  in  the  eyes  of  a  fond 
mother  with  a  large  female  family,  their  presence 
is  of  comparative  unimportance  in  the  world,  for 
they  are  no  longer  of  use  in  furthering  the  grand 
object  of  a  prudent  matron's  ambition  —  the 
settling  of  a  sweet  and  portionless  lamb  comfort- 
ably in  life. 

Woman's  existence  may  be  briefly  summed  up 
in  one  word — martyrdom.  Her  mission  may  be 
readily  explained  by  two  words — self  sacrifice. 
The  end  and  aim  of  her  being  is  to  reclaim  from 
the  recklessness  and  depravity  of  the  single  state 
those  abandoned  youths  who  persist  in  the  selfish 
amusements  of  bachelorship. 

How  unwholesome  and  debasing  are  the  song- 
singing,  tobacco  -  puffing,  grog  -  drinking,  story- 
telling gatherings  of  bachelors.  We  abominate 
the  throaty  minstrel  who,  at  the  wicked  hour  of 
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two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  sings  "  Good-by, 
sweetheart,  good-by!" — a  discordant  wretch  who 
fancies  himself  sentimental  when  he  is  merely 
fuddled,  a  noisy  tippler  who  is  only  tolerated  by 
the  simpletoiib  around  because  they  like  to  join 
in  the  chorus.  What  business  has  such  a 
demon  with  any  sweetheart  at  all  ?  and  more 
especially  at  the  unreasonable  hour  of  two  in  the 
morning. 

Most  thoroughly,  also,  do  we  abhor  the  stupid, 
boasting  stories  that  are  told  of  young  girls  who 
are  "awfully  spooney" — of  the  splendid  crea- 
tures met  with  at  fancy  fairs  and  flower  shows — 
of  letters  to  be  "  left  at  the  pastry-cook's"  until 
called  for,  letters  from  exquisite  angels  who  write 
the  most  devoted  rubbish,  and  which  are,  of 
course,  handed  round  for  inspection  whilst  the 
fortunate  conqueror  waits  impatiently  for  his 
meed  of  praise. 

It  is  an  extraordinary  fact — indeed,  we  feel 
half  ashamed  to  publish  it,  that  the  young  men 
of  the  present  day  object  to  the  society  of 
amiable  women.  They  prefer  herding  together 
and    living    in    unrestrained    freedom    of    low 
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thought  and  coarse  manners.  The  moral  in- 
fluence of  a  lady's  presence  interferes  with  the 
peculiar  enjoyments  to  which  they  have  become 
accustomed.  We  have  heard  them  offer  as  an 
excuse  for  not  accepting  an  invitation  to  a  friend's 
house  that  there  would  surely  he  "  a  lot  of 
women"  in  the  place. 

The  whole  race  is  degenerated.  The  soiree 
dansante  has  changed  to  an  evening  at  the  Argyll 
Booms ;  the  "  little  music  in  the  evening  "  is 
now  understood  to  mean  a  visit  to  the  music- 
hall  ;  and  no  fellow  in  his  senses  would  think  of 
going  anywhere  unless  smoking  is  allowed. 

Yet,  to  the  reflective  mind,  how  delicious  is 
the  sensation  of  helplessness  which  overcomes 
the  upright  man  who  finds  himself  alone,  a 
nervous,  unprotected  male,  in  the  society  of 
many  ladies  !  He  experiences  that  kind  of  bash- 
fulness  which  we  can  imagine  would  overcome  a 
school-girl  suddenly  transformed  into  a  "  Daugh- 
ter of  the  Eegiment.''  The  array  of  petticoats 
frightens  him.  He  is  meek,  helpless,  and  con- 
quered. 

With  one  or  two  boys  he  could  name  to  help 
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him,  how  quickly  he  would  turn  the  tables  on 
his  captors  ;  how  saucy  he  would  then  become, 
and  how  he  would  quiz  and  joke  !  But  now  he 
is  pulverised  into  impalpable  insignificance  ;  he 
feels  inclined  to  leap  through  the  window  like  a 
rabid  Harlequin,  and  fly  homewards  on  the  swift 
legs  of  Fear. 

The  pretty  creatures  feel  their  power,  and  are 
full  of  giggling  and  mischief.  They  treat  their 
prisoner  with  a  patronising  affabiUty,  as  though 
trying  to  convince  him  that  he  will  neither  be 
hurt  nor  punished,  if  he  is  good.  Just  as  they 
would  coax  a  spaniel  with  cake,  so  they  feed  up 
this  happy  dog ;  and  when  he  gains  courage,  poor 
wretch,  and  tames  down  to  submission,  they 
flatter,  pet,  teaze,  and,  indeed,  behave  as 
boldly  to  him  as  a  captain  of  dragoons  while 
besieging  a  milliner.  They  can  Eareyfy  the 
wickedest  love  -  perjured  wretch  that  ever  ex- 
isted ;  or  they  can  humbug  the  best  man  that 
ever  breathed,  and  keep  him  on  the  continual 
blush,  "  fiddling "  with  his  fingers,  or  fidgeting 
in  his  chair  like  a  charity  boy  during  sermon 
time. 
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He  must,  as  tliey  will  it,  dance  a  little 
dance,  or  sing  a  little  song,  and,  in  fact,  go 
through  all  his  performances  until  the  unfortu- 
nate (yet,  if  a  right-minded  individual,  happy) 
creature  feels  half-inclined  to  ring  the  bell  for 
the  footman,  and  appealing  to  one  of  his  own 
sex,  implore  him  to  have  mercy  on  a  poor  un- 
protected man  in  distress,  and  see  him  safely 
home  to  his  friends. 

The  cry  of  the  day — that  is  to  say,  the  most 
absurd  of  all  the  cries  of  the  day — is  how  to 
employ  our  overabundant  female  population.  It 
is  proposed  to  turn  and  twist  them  into  printers, 
watchmakers,  tailors,  and  checktakers — to  shuffle 
them  off,  in  fact,  into  men's  work  (at  women's 
wages),  to  make  them  follow  any  and  every 
calling  but  that  true  and  noble  one  which  nature 
intended  should  be  theirs. 

This  is,  after  all,  not  difficult  to  understand. 
Their  legitimate  occupation  has  been  taken  from 
them;  there  are  no  homes  to  people  and  keep 
tidy;  the  supply  of  children  greatly  exceeds  the 
demand;  the  restaurant  and  the  tavern  have  ex- 
tinguished our  household  fires ;  and  the  calling 
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of  wife  and  mother  is  profitless  and  passing 
away.  All  that  remains  is  for  these  poor  women 
to  retire  from  business,  ruined  as  they  are  by  the 
changes  of  the  times  as  completely  as  the 
Coventry  ribbon-weavers:  beaux  are  no  longer  in 
fashion,  and  true-lovers' -knots  are  never  inquired 
after. 

But  the  crisis,  we  prophesy,  is  at  hand ;  the 
day  for  signing  judgment  and  issuing  execution  is 
drawing  nigh,  and  a  universal  distress  (with  men 
only  in  possession)  will  degrade  the  land.  The 
women,  disgusted  with  the  contempt  they  meet 
with,  and  tired  of  persecution,  will  pack  up  their 
bonnet-boxes  and  be  off  to  far  distant  shores; 
to  that  hapj)y  country  where  love  grows  wild ;  the 
blessed  land  of  promises — to  marry. 

Then  bad  luck  will  rest  on  our  houses,  ay,  as 
surely  as  if  we  had  driven  the  rooks  from  their 
ancient  tree-tops.  England  is  not  the  only  spot 
on  earth  where  English  is  spoken.  They  court 
very  fiercely,  in  perfectly  intelligible  Anglo- 
Saxon,  over  in  Australia,  and  the  women  are 
sailing  away  by  shiploads  to  listen  to  it.  It  is  a 
long  way  to  go;    but,   somehow  or  other,  it  is 
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worth  the  going  for,  it  being  a  business  they  un- 
derstand far  better  than  taking  checks,  or  tailor- 
ing, printing,  or  watchmaking. 

When  we  resided  in  France,  one  Isidore,  a 
man  (at  least  he  looked  like  a  man),  used  to 
make  our  bed,  sweep  the  floors,  and,  in  a  general 
way,  perform  the  same  duties  as  those  that  Mary 
(housemaid)  engages  for  in  England.  May  the 
day  come,  and  speedily,  when  dandy  Frederick 
will  have  to  go  down  on  his  knees  and  scrub  the 
boards ;  when  fashionable  Thomas  will  thump 
the  pillows  and  smooth  the  sheets,  and  exquisite 
Henry  is  caught  blackleading  the  grate  or  sand- 
papering the  bright  poker. 

It  is  a  shameful  and  a  cruel  thing  to  reflect 
over,  that  beauty,  which  in  any  other  land  but 
this  stupid  England  of  ours  would  make  men 
dance,  should  be  allowed  to  pine  and  waste  itself 
away  in  dull  back  parlours.  One  would  think 
that  there  were  no  longer  any  "  prides  of  the 
village,"  "belles  of  the  season,"  or  sweet  faces  fit 
to  adorn  a  book  of  beauty,  to  be  found  in  our 
island :  while  the  truth  is  we  swarm  with  loveli- 
ness which  is  to  be  had  for  the  simple  asking. 
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Red  whiskers  may  marry  golden  tresses ;  Red 
noses  may  lead  to  the  altar  milk-white  Grecians  ; 
Crook-back  and  Crook-legged  may  be  as  for- 
tunate as  Vulcan,  and  make  Venus  his  bride. 
The  hearts  of  men  have  turned  to  pith.  They 
majTy  through  the  brain,  and  never  allow  their 
affections  to  interfere  with  business.  They  look 
after  pretty  fortunes,  not  pretty  faces ;  they  fall 
in  love  with  handsome  dowries  and  fine  pro- 
perties, and  consider  the  performance  before  the 
altar  merely  as  a  safe  and  easy  method  of  secur- 
ing a  title  to  an  estate. 

Let  our  forlorn  sisters,  who  are  wearing  them- 
selves down  to  threadpapers  with  five  useless 
evening  parties  a  week,  and  wasting  their  sweet- 
ness and  other  articles  of  the  toilet  on  the 
desert  drawing-room,  reflect  seriously  before  they 
squander  their  passage-money  on  any  further  full- 
dress  experiments.  Surely,  any  tacked-together 
sort  of  a  muslin  skirt,  looped  up  with  any  trum- 
pery kind  of  cheap  flower,  is  good  enough  for  those 
dreary  evenings  passed  on  a  rout-seat — some  ten 
or  twelve  wearied  lambs  aU  of  a  row,  miserable 
and  inanimate  as  winter  sparrows  on  a  housetop. 
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Ill  a  letter  lately  received  from  Australia,  the 
following  lively  description  of  the  state  of  love 
affairs  in  Queensland  is  given  by  a  young  lady, 
who,  without  a  penny  to  [bless  herself  with,  is 
beloved  five  deep,  and  has  only  to  select  the  dis- 
position, appearance,  and  fortune  she  considers 
will  make  her  happy  for  life  to  reduce  to  the 
brink  of  despair  four  most  excellent  offers,  in  the 
prime  of  life,  and  rolling  in  wealth  : — 

"  Again,  I  repeat,  and  for  the  hundredth — the 
thousandth — time,  again,  and  again,  and  again  I 
repeat — come  out  here,  and  leave  that  stupid, 
conceited  Old  England  to  amuse  herself  with  her 
stuck-up  family  pride  and  ridiculous  etiquette 
nonsense.  We  are  so  dreadfully  short  of  ladies, 
dearest,  that  the  other  night,  at  one  of  the  most 
fashionable  balls  of  the  season,  we  w'ere  forced  to 
call  in  the  maid-servants  to  make  up  the  quad- 
rilles. Imagine,  my  pet,  two  gentlemen,  each 
with  their  thousands,  waltzing  together  through 
positive  lack  of  girls.  I  have  just  heard  that  old 
Mr.  Sweeney,  a  man,  my  dearest,  so  wealthy  he 
would  pay  to  melt  down,  proposed  to  and  was 
accepted  by,  my  aunt's  cook  as  they  were  going 


FACES    FOR    FORTUNES.  253 

throngb  the  last  figure  of  the  Lancers.  Just 
think  !  In  your  disgusting  England  he  might 
have  had  a  countess. 

"  Oh,  do  !  Oh,  do  !  come  out.  You  are  only 
dawdling  away  valuable  time,  and  encouraging 
grey  hairs,  and  wrinkles,  and  goodness  only 
knows  what  kinds  of  horrible  judgments ;  and 
what  for,  my  darling?  Why,  only  to  be  the 
sport  and  joke  of  a  set  of  monkeys  who  can- 
not breathe  a  vow  without  poisoning  you  with 
tobacco  fumes. 

*'  Talking  of  grey  hairs  and  wrinkles,  do  you 
remember  dear  old  Mrs.  Garnish  ?  Now,  tliere 
is  an  instance  of  true  love,  dearest.  She  was 
married  only  last  month  to  a  handsome  fellow 
young  enough  to  be  her  grandson;  and  so  en- 
raptured was  he  with  his  conquest  that  the  day 
before  the  wedding  he  presented  her  with  a  new 
set  of  the  most  beautiful  false  teeth. 

"  I  must  tell  you  about  the  ball  given  by  the 
Governor  a  short  time  back.  It  was  agreed,  for 
the  sake  of  the  poor  men,  my  pet,  that  the  ladies 
should  never  dance  with  the  same  gentleman  for 
longer  than  five  minutes  at  a  time.     It  was  such 
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fun  !  It  put  an  end  to  all  jealousy  and  quarrel- 
ling. Before  supper  I  had  three  offers,  and  the 
fourth  was,  I  am  sure,  on  the  point  of  proposing, 
but  it  was  a  deux  temps,  love,  and  he  was  short  of 
breath. 

"  After  supper  I  was  quite  besieged — indeed, 
pestered — with  suitors.  I  foresee  the  end :  I 
shall  be  raffled  for.  The  idea  of  wasting  such 
blue  eyes  as  yours  on  your  London  wolves  and 
tigers  puts  me  beyond  patience. 

"  I  was  describing  you  to  young  Mr.  Quicke  (a 
beautiful  brigand  head,  love,  and  a  beard  like  a 
jungle),  and  he  says  he  will  have  you  directly,  if 
you  will  come  out  by  the  next  ship,  only  he  must 
know  positively,  because  Mary  Romney  is  waiting 
for  his  answer  before  she  accepts  Fred  Fisher, 
and  it  would  be  highly  unsatisfactory  if  he  missed 
you  both.  If  you  accept  him,  dear,  bring  out  a 
Howard  plough  with  you  for  him,  and  a  canary 
for  me,  and  a  bottle  of  Albert^s  dye  (brown)  for 
Louisa  Akers,  and  the  biggest  crinoline  for  me — 
only  remember  it  must  be  larger  than  Kate 
Badger's,  and  hers  is  bigger  than  a  wigwam. 

"  It  is  biit  right  that  I  should  tell  you  that  Mr. 
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Quicke  is  in  the  wool  trade,  and  a  regular  golden 
fleece,  dear — so  much  money,  love,  the  banks 
charge  him  for  warehousing  it. 

"I  am,  of  course,  quite  a  queen  in  my  way. 
The  fellows  follow  me  about  like  chickens  waiting 
to  be  fed.  My  horror  is  lest  there  should  be  any 
duelling  on  my  account :  for  you  know,  dearest, 
however  flattered  I  might  feel  by  such  disin- 
terested devotion,  yet  it  is  not  a  pleasant  thing 
to  have  a  corpse  laid  at  one^s  door,  and  perhaps 
the  very  wretch  you  liked  best.  One  fellow 
offered  to  settle  a  million  sheep  on  me,  and  this 
has  so  disgusted  me  with  mutton  that  the  sight 
of  a  roasted  leg  almost  makes  me  swear  to  remain 
single  all  my  life. 

"At  this  very  moment,  darling  duck,  one  of 
the  monkeys  has  sent  his  head  clerk  to  wait 
for  an  answer.  He  is  onl}^  a  row  of  houses — in 
thorough  repair  and  on  long  leases  though;  and 
when  one  is  pestered  to  death  by  thirty  thousand 
acres  and  a  fleet  of  clippers,  why  the  choice 
resolves  itself  into  a  question  of  looks  and 
temper;  and  I  cannot  but  confess  that  the  land 
and   ships  are  quite  as    deserving  as  the  tene- 
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ments.     But  if  you  come  here,  love,  you  must 
expect  these  trials. 

"  Only  a  week  since  Ma  and  I  were  at  Colonel 
Jumper's  soiree,  and  happening,  quite  accidentally, 
dearest,  to  enter  a  salon  filled  with  men,  I  was 
greeted  with  such  a  groaning  demonstration  that 
for  the  moment  I  fancied  I  was  at  a  wild-beast 
show.  Come  as  soon  as  you  can,  pet,  and  assist 
me  to  struggle  against  such  fearful  ordeals.  Last 
week  I  was  serenaded.  A  guitar  has  for  months 
been  hovering  among  the  shrubs  about  the  house. 
My  pony  has  been  three  times  taken  from  my 
carriage,  and  devoted  admirers  have  pulled  me 
home.  If  I  were  foolish  enough  to  give  locks  of 
my  hair  away  to  every  simpleton  who  begs  for 
one,  I  should  be  as  bald  as  a  vulture. 
.  "The  dozens  of  gloves  that  are  left  for  me 
have  become  such  a  perfect  nuisance  I  must 
barrel  them  up  and  send  them  as  cargo  to  Eng- 
land. You  need  not  mind  about  bringing  any 
jewellery  or  expensive  dresses  with  you.  All 
you  will  have  to  do  is  to  look  intently  into 
the  shop  windows  and  sigh  as  if  your  heart 
would  break,  and  next  morning  the  brooch  or 
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Genoa  velvet  is  sure   to   be  on  your   dressing- 
table. 

''  Good-bye,  dearest  darling !  I  am  obliged  to 
leave  off  thus  suddenly,  for  a  highly-respectable 
millionaire  is  in  the  hall  threatening  to  blow  his 
brains  out  unless  I  instantly  consent  to  be  his  for 
life.  Oh,  dear  !  what  shall  I  do  ?  How  vexing  ! 
when  you  would  suit  him,  I  am  sure.  Ill  ask 
him  to  be  a  good  man,  and  wait  patiently  for  the 
next  packet. 

''  Yours,  dearest  darling  pet, 

"Angelina." 

"N.B.— A  dreadful  wreck!  All  hands  lost 
except  the  stewardess.  She,  foolish  woman, 
accepted  tlie  pilot,  v,ho  was  just  in  time  to  save 
her.  The  merchants  are  in  a  dreadful  rage,  and 
have  resolved,  in  full  meeting,  never  to  employ 
the  vagabond  again." 

In  the  United  States,  where  everything  that 
maddest  is,  seems  to  be  popular,  there  exists,  and 
has  existed  for  some  years,  a  sort  of  Humane 
Society  for  the  Protection  of  Females,  called  the 
"  Rights  of  Woman  Association/'     This  instita- 

VOL.  ir.  8 
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tion  is  perfectly  unnecessary,  for  if  there  is  one 
portion  of  tlie  globe  where  women  are  treated 
with  ultra-politeness,  it  is  in  the  States.  The  As- 
sociation is  presided  over  by  strong-minded  ladies 
who  are  suffering  from  a  grievance,  usually  of  a 
domestic  character  and  connected  with  "  liquor- 
ing-up"  at  bars  and  late  hours.  Every  now  and 
then  this  Society  holds  a  meeting,  when  there  is 
a  good  deal  of  groaning  over  the  selfishness  of 
man,  and  the  persecutions  poor  woman  is  doomed 
to  endure. 

Until  this  Association  was  started,  the  ladies 
of  America  had  no  notion  of  the  fearful  extent  to 
which  they  were  '•  put  upon "  by  the  tyranny  of 
'^  those  creatures."  The  whole  sex  was  in  the 
darkest  stage  of  ignorance  as  to  the  shameful 
treatment  it  was  so  unconsciously  enduring.  Sud- 
denly they  were  informed  that  the  black  skin  of 
the  nigger  was  not  a  surer  token  of  slavery  than 
the  crimson  crinoline  of  woman ;  that  the  massive 
fetters  of  the  Siberian  exile  were  not  more  crush- 
ing than  the  heavy  chains  of  matrimony.  In- 
stantly the  revolt  began.  Elderly  and  intellectual 
matrons  wore  their  hair  torn  off  their  foreheads 
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to  display  their  temples,  and  comfortable  winking 
became  an  impossibility.  Youthful  ladies  rushed 
into  spectacles  and  learned  to  smoke. 

"You  talk  of  the  privileges  of  woman!"  ex- 
claimed Miss  Priscilla  Eunice  Warboys,  a  powerful 
speaker  in  the  cause,  whilst  holding  forth  in  a 
crowded  front  drawing-room,  "  What  are  they  ? 
Why,  to  be  helped  first  at  dinner,  and  have  chairs 
handed  to  them  !  " 

"  Permit  me  to  explain  to  you  what  is  termed  the 
social  position  of  woman?  "  cried  Miss  Theodosia  de 
L'Eggate.  "  It  is  this  !  She  may  either  be  a  cook, 
a  washerwoman,  or  a  seamstress ;  the  only  three 
callings  that  are  left  open  to  her.  That  is  her 
future  !  '* 

This  state  of  things  was  too  terrible  to  be  borne 

patiently.  War  to  the  scissors  was  declared  against 

the  tyrant,  man.     Tea-pots  were  purchased,  cups 

and  saucers  ordered,  meetings  organised,  and,  the 

result  is,  that  in  America  ladies  are  now  allowed 

to  practice  in  medicine.     The  arrangements  are 

very  complete ;  colleges  have  been  founded,  and 

female  students  admitted. 

We  long  to  learn  something  about  the  manners 

.s2 
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and  customs  of  tlie  female  medical  student.  Will 
she  wear  her  bonnet  on  one  side,  and  insult  any 
respectable  young  men  she  meets  in  the  streets  ? 
Will  she  fancy  cats,  and  make  matches  in  mouse 
killing  ?  How  about  the  latch-key,  and  coming 
home  at  three  in  the  morning  with  her  flounces 
and  bonnet  strings  stained  with  tea,  and  her  high- 
heeled  boots  covered  with  mud.  Of  course  she 
substitutes  slapping  or  scratching  for  boxing,  and 
her  room  would  be  hung  with  sporting  prints  of 
"  Sally  Jones,  the  winner  of  the  Championship 
Sash,''  or  of  ''  Molly  Smith,  the  Kentucky 
Spider."  Shall  we  have  any  police  reports  in 
this  style: — 

Police  Court,  New  Orleans. — Maria  Broivn 
and  Clara  Greeny  medical  students,  who  had  evi- 
dently given  false  names,  were  charged  by  the 
police  with  creating  a  disturbance  in  the  public 
streets.  Constable  L.  stated  that  about  two 
o'clock  that  morning  he  observed  the  elder 
prisoner  endeavouring  to  wrench  ofi*  a  knocker 
with  her  parasol.  On  taking  her  into  custody 
he  was  violently  assaulted  by  Clara  Green,  who 
scratched  his  hand,  tore  his  coat,  and  slapped  him 
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several  times  on  the  back.  Both  the  prisoners 
were  the  worse  for  drinking.  When  called  on  for 
their  defence,  the  ladies  said  they  had  been  out 
to  tea  with  a  friend,  and  might  perhaps  have 
taken  a  cup  too  much.  Fined  five  shillings,  and 
ordered  to  darn  the  policeman's  coat. 

How  will  the  medical  ladies,  the  duly  recognised 
doctresses,  behave,  when  calling  on  a  patient. 
Will  it  be  after  this  fashion : — 

'^  Well,  my  dear,  and  how  are  you  to- 
day ?  " 

"No  better,  thank  you,  doctress;  I  feel  so 
dreadfully  depressed." 

"  Depressed  ?  Well,  we  will  soon  put  that  all 
right  with  a  new  bonnet." 

"  And  I  feel  so  dreadfully  cold  !  I  can't  get 
warm,  somehow." 

"  Yes,  yes  !  I  will  order  you  a  cashmere  shawl 
to  be  applied  to  the  back ;  I  think  that  will  relieve 
you." 

"  And  at  night  I  cannot  sleep." 

"  Dear,  dear !  We  really  must  take  more 
exercise.  We  must  positively  go  to  the  Opera 
oftener  than  we  do.^' 
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''  But  it  seems  quite  an  exertion  to  stir  from 
the  house." 

"  Of  course,  I  understand.  Now,  if  I  prescribe 
you  a  couple  of  silk  dresses,  do  you  think  you 
could  manage  to  take  them  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  will  try  anything,  if  I  can  only 
get  well.  I  have  such  dreadful  dismal  thoughts ; 
I  fancy  all  sorts  of  shocking  things  !  " 

"We  must  be  patient !  We  can't  expect  to  be 
cured  in  a  moment.  I  will  tell  you  what  we  must 
do.  To-night  you  shall  put  your  feet  in  new  boots, 
and  whenever  you  go  out  be  very  careful  to  wrap 
well  round  your  throat  a  thick  gold  chain.  We 
must  cheer  up  !  I  will  tell  your  husband  to  give 
you  a  stimulating  draught  which  they  will  make 
"up  for  you  at  the  banker's,  and  then  I  think  we 
shall  do  very  nicely  !  " 

Or  let  us  imagine  another,  and  perhaps  a  more 
formidable,  impediment  to  the  success  of  female 
doctors.  We  will  suppose  that  Miss  Kate 
Elepsey  has  just  passed  her  examination,  bought 
her  brass  plate  and  colored  lamp,  and  started 
fairly  in  her  profession  as  a  M.  R.  C.  S. 

A  messenger,  breathless  with  the  haste  which 
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the  loving  or  faithful  consider  imperative,  when 
''  fetching  the  doctor,"  rings  madly  at  the  surgery 
bell  and  hysterically  informs  the  young  female 
apprentice  making  pills  behind  the  counter  that 
her  mistress  is  to  come  on  directly  to  the  Albany 
to  see  Captain  Brothboy,  tvIio  is  '^took  quite 
sudden."  The  enthusiastic  little  surgeon,  as  of 
course  is  her  duty,  dashes  on  her  bonnet,  pops 
her  stethoscope  and  a  few  simples  into  her  reti- 
cule, slips  on  her  overcoat,  snatches  her  gold- 
headed  parasol  and,  hailing  the  first  cab,  arrives 
at  the  poor  sick  man^s  residence  almost  as  soon 
as  the  returning  messenger. 

There  she  beholds  a  sad  and  heart-rending 
sight.  Propped-up  on  pillows,  lies  the  gallant 
Brothboy.  A  fall  from  his  horse  has  fractured  his 
arm.  His  large  eyes  glitter  with  agony.  His 
noble  whiskers,  nine  inches  long,  cascade  adown 
his  bosom.  His  curling  locks  ripple  over  the 
bolster.  In  his  countenance  may  be  seen  an 
expression  of  appeal,  a  look  that  implores  for 
relief.  The  little  ^M.  E.  C.  S.  heaves  a  sigh,  and 
thinks  she  never  before  beheld  so  fine  a  fellow. 

The  arm  is  bound  up  in  splints,  so  delicately 
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applied,  and  the  operation  seems  to  have  been 
performed  by  fairy  hands,  for  not  one  finger-touch 
has  the  patient  felt.  The  wild  eye  calms,  the 
parted  lips  that  revealed  the  faultless  teeth  are 
closed,  and  the  noble  features  settle  into  the  calm- 
ness of  rest.  "  God  bless  you,  beautiful  doctor, 
God  bless  you,^^  he  murmurs,  and  falls  asleep. 

In  a  few  d^js  the  patient  is  so  much  better  that 
he  receives  his  professional  darling  in  his  dandy 
sitting-room.     She  is  punctual  to  a  moment. 

"How  is  our  arm  getting;-  on?^'  asks  the  sweet 
doctor. 

"  Our  arm !  ''  cries  the  grateful  Captain ; 
"  would  to  Heaven  that  it  were  our  arm.  Will 
you  take  it,  Kate  ?  If  you  will  not  have  all  of  it, 
if  it  is  too  large  a  present,  accept  only  the 
hand." 

"We  must  be  very  quiet  and  not  talk  such 
nonsense,"  replies  the  solemn  Kate.  "  I  must 
prescribe  sedatives;  your  brain  is  still  excited. 
Have  you  slept  well  ?  " 

"  Yes,  dearest  doctor,'^  he  answers,  "  such  beau- 
tiful dreams.  You  were  with  me,  healing  my  poor 
arm,  more  by  your  gentle  words  than  by  your 
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learning.     You  spoke  so  beautifully  to  me.     Shall 
I  repeat  tlie  pretty  things  you  said  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not.  If  you  are  not  more  reason- 
able, I  shall  decline  attending  you/'  is  the  reply  of 
the  doctress.  "■  I  am  glad  you  slept,  but  you  must 
not  dream.  You  shall  have  a  draught  to  take  at 
bedtime." 

"  If  it  is  to  rob  me  of  my  dreams,  I  shall  fling 
that  draught  out  of  window,"  cries  Brothboy. 
"  You  naughty  Kate.  You  really  do  not  under- 
stand my  case.  The  pain  has  left  my  arm,  and 
gone  to  my  bosom.  I  shall  call  in  some  one 
else.'" 

"You  ai'e  going  on  so  well,"  she  haughtily 
replies,  "  that  neither  I,  nor  any  one  else  can  do 
you  any  further  good.  This  shall  be  my  last 
visit.'' 

Jumping  from  his  chair,  the  Captain  implores 
her  not  to  leave  him.  He  threatens  to  break  the 
arm  again,  rather  than  be  deprived  of  her  profes- 
sional services.  She  is  alarmed,  poor  thing,  and 
implores  him  not  to  be  rash.  He  kisses  the  nail 
of  her  little  finger,  and  promises  to  be  a  good 
boy. 
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As  site  is  leaving,  the  Captain  mutters,  with  the 
utmost  delicacy,  ^'  I  believe  I  am  indebted  to  you. 
Doctor  .  .  .  .  . ;"  and  on  her  opening  her  little 
palm,  he  places  in  it  a  jeweller's  case  containing 
a  bracelet  blazing  with  diamonds,  a  marvel  of 
elegance  and  Warwick's  masterpiece. 

How  long  would  such  a  doctor  in  petticoats 
remain  in  practice  ?  After  six  months  she  would 
have  to  sell  her  coloured  night-lamp,  dispose  of 
the  bottles,  discharge  the  female  apprentice,  and 
join  partnership  for  life  with  the  dashing  Broth- 
boy. 

The  most  imaginative  mind  feels  some  difficulty 
in  picturing  to  itself  a  lawyer  in  love.  The 
opinion  of  the  world,  after  a  long  and  patient 
experience,  is  averse  to  lawyers :  they  are  looked 
upon  as  dangerous  men,  utterly  devoid  of  feeling, 
willing  to  work  for  their  foes  or  pilfer  their 
friends,  caring  nothing  for  abuse  or  rebukes  so 
long  as  they  make  money  out  of  any  transaction. 
In  fact,  when  any  one  remarks  that  he  is  under 
a  service  to  such  and  such  an  attorney,  it  is 
generally  understood  to  mean  that  the  service  has 
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"been  that  of  a  writ,  and  that  the  costs  are  steadily 
increasing. 

A  lawyer  in  love  must  always  be  the  ultima 
thule  of  the  ideal.  Your  young  fellows  under 
articles,  the  dashing  pupDs  who  receive  the  lady 
cHents  with  elegance,  and  attend  to  the  genteel 
conveyancing — they  no  doubt  have  their  natural 
emotions  still  working  on  the  nerves,  and  are  still 
liable  to  tenderness.  But  when  once  the  exami- 
nation is  over,  and  they  are  properly  authorized 
to  demand  and  enforce,  when  once  they  have 
tasted  the  sweet  relish  of  six  and  eightpence,  then 
away  fly  the  affections,  and  courtship,  unless  it 
will  pay,  is  termed  tomfoolery. 

In  the  diary  of  the  late  Mr.  Solomon  Levi 
(opened  by  his  executors)  was  found  the  following 
entry,  relating  to  the  only  courtship  he  ever 
attempted,  ''  To  attending  you  when  I  informed 
you  that  it  was  my  fixed  determination  to  sue, 
and  requesting  your  speedy  answer,  Qs.  Sd. ;  cab 
hire,  2s." — "  To  writing  you  a  long  letter  in  which 
I  strongly  pressed  my  claims,  and  urged  that  my 
offer  was  reasonable,  also  suggesting  that  I  had 
no  objection  to  give  time,  and  asking  you  to  name 
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your  own  day,  13s.  id  J'—''  Paid  special  messenger, 
Is/'—" Preparing  declaration,  6s.  8t?."—"  Making 
declaration,  1  guinea.^' — "  Attending  you  at  your 
special  request  when  you  stated  that  it  was  your 
desire  to  have  the  whole  of  your  property  settled 
on  yourself;  pointing  out  to  you  that  such  a  pro- 
ceeding was  irregular,  and  drawing  your  attention 
to  the  case  of  Romeo  v.  Juliet  (Shak.  Trag.),  and 
arguing  thereon,  but  you  still  adhered  to  your 
determination,  —  engaged  two  hours,  13s.  M" 
— "To  writing  you  a  letter,  declining  terms, 
and  giving  you  notice  of  withdrawal,  35.  6d.^^ 
— "  Service  of  notice,  and  copy  of  bill  of  costs. 

In  the  desk  of  this  same  Mr.  Solomon  Levi 
was  found  a  manuscript,  evidently  written  for 
the  guidance  of  his  articled  pupils.  It  contained 
numerous  proverbs.  Those  "on  woman '^  we 
think  worthy  of  being  recorded,  that  our  lady 
readers  may  be  enlightened  as  to  the  legal  view 
an  attorney  takes  of  the  sex  : — 

"  Remember  this,  my  boys.  In  Eden  there 
was  but  one  woman,  and  it  is  the  symbol  of 
happiness.^' 
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"  At  the  first  wedding  ceremony  the  bridegroom 
slept.  How  many  have  since  been  led  to  the 
altar  lulled  by  some  soft-soap-orifice." 

''Woman  shared  the  apple  with  man,  but  she 
took  the  first  bite." 

"  The  curse  of  the  world  was  this  :  Woman 
shall  love  fine  clothes,  and  man  shall  pay  for 
them." 

*'  How  many  marry  that  they  may  wear  rich 
garments !  Cambric  handkerchiefs  are  not  the 
only  things  that  can  be  drawn  through  a  wedding 
ring." 

"  When  cats  wash  their  faces^  bad  weather  is  at 
hand;  when  women  use  washes  to  their  com- 
plexions, it  is  a  sign  that  the  beauty  of  the  day 
is  gone." 

''  Many  powder  their  faces  that  their  skin  may 
seem  white ;  they  imitate  the  poulterer,  who 
flowers  an  old  hen  that  it  may  pass  for  a  tender 
chicken.'" 

"  How  many  women  have  been  ruined  by 
diamonds,  as  bird-catchers  entice  the  lark  from 
heaven  to  earth  with  glittering  glass." 

''  As  the  child  crows  at  the  shining  candle,  so 
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do  women  at  sparkling  gems;  and  both  shall 
burn  their  fingers  if  they  touch  them." 

"  All  women  have  hearts,  but  often  it  is  with 
them  as  with  the  oak — the  heart  is  the  hardest 
part." 

"  She  who  wears  false  ringlets  is  like  a  fire  of 
green  wood,  for  he  who  would  kindle  the  flame 
will  repent  the  curls  of  smoke." 

^'  With  women  as  with  horses,  you  may  tell  their 
ages  by  their  teeth — with  the  horse,  by  looking 
at  them ;  with  woman,  by  asking  how  old  she  is, 
and  if  she  shows  her  teeth,  be  sure  she  is  advanced 
in  years." 

"  Like  the  coloured  bottles  in  a  chemist^s  win- 
dow, is  rouge  on  the  cheeks  of  a  maiden ;  they 
attract  the  passers-by,  but  the  healthy  mind  cares 
not  for  the  drugs  they  advertise." 

"Shun  vermilion  cheeks.  They  are  the  red 
danger-signals  of  the  marriage  lines." 

'^  The  voice  of  the  virgin  is  soft  as  the  cooing 
of  the  wood-pigeon  on  St.  Valentine^s  Day.  Her 
laughter  is  like  the  sound  of  distant  bells  ringing 
for  a  wedding." 

'*  She  is  timid  as  a  Highland  doe.     He  who 
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creeps  near  to  her  must  do  it — as  deer-stalkers  do 
— on  his  knees." 

"  At  the  voice  of  a  man  she  flieS;  as  a  gazelle  at 
the  roaring  of  a  lion," 

"  But  no  sooner  has  she  tasted  the  wedding- 
cake,  than  she  grows  bold  as  the  tiger  that  has 
eaten  raw  food." 

"  Henceforth  she  shall  be  forward,  as  a  servant 
that  has  discovered  your  secret." 

''  Her  voice  shall  sound  as  the  gong  of  a  circus 
at  a  fair,  telling  that  the  scenes  in  the  ring  are 
about  to  commence." 

"  Choose  not  your  wives  as  you  do  your  grapes, 
from  the  bloom  on  them." 

"  He  who  marries  a  pretty  face  only,  is  like  a 
buyer  of  cheap  furniture — the  varnish  that  caught 
the  eye  will  not  endure  the  fire-side  blaze." 

"Better  is  love  and  gingham,  than  coldness 
and  cashmeres." 

"  How  many  go  to  be  married  because  there 
will  be  a  carriage  to  bring  them  home  from 
church?  " 

"  She  who  marries  for  money  can  always  tell 
how  much  she  loves  her  husband." 
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"  The  house-keeping  book  is  the  thunder-cloud 
of  marriage.  It  is  accompanied  by  the  lightening 
of  the  husband's  purse." 

"The  house-keeping  book  resembles  the  port- 
folio shown  by  conjurors.  The  trick  consists  in 
getting  out  of  it — without  detection — bonnets, 
shawls,  and  dresses  enough  to  fill  a  wardrobe." 

"  When  a  foolish  wife  leaves  her  husband  '  for 
ever '  and  presently  returns,  she  is  like  unto  one 
striking  a  bargain  who  pretends  to  leave  the 
shop,  hoping  to  be  called  back  and  gain  by  the 
artifice.'' 

'^  As  harp-strings  snap  from  the  damp,  so  do  a 
husband's  strongest  resolves  from  the  tears  of  his 
wife." 

"Beware  of  girls  with  red  hair :  they  are  de- 
ceitful as  foxes." 

"  Shun  them  as  the  mariner  shuns  the  lighthouse 
with  its  head  of  flame;  for  near  them  are  the 
hidden  rocks  of  deceit,  that  would  wreck  your 
happiness." 

"Though  they  should  grease  their  curls  into 
darkness,  still  will  their  redness  be  shown  by  their 
actions." 
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"  Avoid  dark-haired  girls.  Their  love  is  as  the 
blow  of  a  cudgel." 

"They  are  fierce  as  strong  drink,  and  lack 
sweetness;  sugar  will  not  dissolve  in  their  high 
spirit.^^ 

"  She  who  has  golden  hair  should  be  loved  bv 
a  heart  of  leather,  for  that  cannot  break." 

"  Remember  this,  ye  wives  :  Be  not  too  affec- 
tionate ;  too  much  sugar  produces  acidity.'^ 

"  As  the  tart  olive  adds  relish  to  the  wine, 
so  will  a  few  sharp  words  give  flavour  to  your 
love." 

"Women,  beware  of  scandal,  or  it  will  crush 
you;  as  a  word  spoken  on  the  Alps  will  bring 
down  the  avalanche." 

"Forty  is  the  turnpike  gate  on  the  road  to 
church ;  none  can  pass  it  unless  they  have 
money." 

"The  smell  of  the  dinner  is  the  incense  of 
domestic  love." 

"A  good  woman  is  like  a  Cremona  fiddle ;  age 
only  makes  its  tone  the  sweeter." 

The  same  cynical  mind  which  dared  to  level 

VOL,  ir.  T 
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his  pen  against  the  weak  sex  was  not,  it  may  be 
supposed,  Hkely  to  spare  the  feelings  of  his  own. 
We  pity  the  lot  of  those  unfortunate  wretches 
who  fell  into  the  legal  clutches  of  such  a  surly 
grumbler.  How  he  must  have  laughed  when  he 
signed  judgment — what  irrepressible  hilarity  he 
must  have  felt  when  he  issued  execution.* 

The  only  reason  we  can  give  for  printing  Mr. 
Solomon  Levi's  proverbs  on  young  men  is,  that 
they  may  afford  consolation  to  the  poor  girls^ 
who  are  naturally  indignant  at  the  cowardly  at- 
tack made  upon  them  by  the  vile  lawyer ;  for  it 
is,  and  always  will  be,  a  source  of  great  comfort 
to  the  abused  to  find  that  others  have  met 
with  the  same  treatment. 

ON  WEALTHY  BUT  IMPRUDENT  YOUTHS. 

"  A  rich  fool  is  a  corn-field  with  the  gate  open  : 
the  starving  ass  may  enter  and  fatten.*' 

*  A  few  words  are  sufficient  to  prove  the  debased  tone 
of  this  disreputable  attorney's  moraUty.  It  was  his 
horrible  boast  that  although  he  might  have  occasionally 
failed  to  convince  a  jury  that  black  was  white,  yet  he 
could  always  succeed  in  persuading  them  that  it  was 
whity-brown. 
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"  His  guineas  hang  about  him  like  blackberries 
on  a  hedge/"' 

"  The  rich  fool  says  in  his  heart,  '  I  will  take 
half  wine.'     Let  him  have  it." 

"  He  is  a  banquet  spread  by  the  road-side  to 
which  all  are  invited.  Some  sit  down  and  eat, 
but  the  wise  man  pockets.^^ 

"  He  is  a  cash-box  without  a  lid  ;  a  bank  with- 
out a  door.^^ 

''He  burns  his  lamp  at  noon-day,  and  when 
the  darkness  comes  he  complains  that  the  oil  is 
consumed.  It  is  then  that  the  poor  moth  will 
come  to  your  candle." 

'^  Directly  the  sun  shines  he  gives  away  his 
warm  garments,  and  when  the  wind  blows  he 
exclaims,  '  I  am  cold .'  At  such  a  time  share  your 
tatters  with  him,  and  he  will  change  them  into  a 
cloth  of  gold.'' 

"Follow  these  wealthy  sheep,  my  children. 
Though  the  field  be  ever  so  large  they  will  run 
to  the  brambles  at  last,  and  it  is  there  the  wool 
sticks." 

"  The  fool  with  wealth  is  as  a  blind  man  with  a 
telescope/' 

T  2 
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"  His  riches  are  his  ruin.  He  is  a  child  armed 
with  a  gun,  and  it  is  a  kindness  to  take  away  his 
powder  and  shot." 

"What  would  you  expect  from  one  who  says 
all  men  are  honest  ?  Even  though  he  walks 
among  thieves  his  handkerchief  hangs  from  his 
pocket/^ 

"  When  the  bitter  cup  shall  come,  he  shall  find 
lawyers  winking  at  the  brim." 

'^  Disdain  not  the  leavings  of  the  rich ;  to  the 
hungry  there  is  meat  on  every  bone." 

"  Remember  this,  where  the  horse  has  fed 
there  is  still  a  bite  for  the  sheep — especially  of 
the  law." 

"  Without  foolish  youths  the  rich  would  grow 
richer — who  could  resist  their  power  ?  They 
are  the  '  rakes '  that  scatter  and  equalise 
wealth.'' 

"  The  fool  is  blinded  with  his  glory ;  like  the 
owl,  he  can  only  see  when  the  gloom  comes." 

"  The  purse  of  the  improvident  has  no  slides 
to  it.  When  the  money  is  gone  he  sews  buttons 
on  his  pockets." 

"  His  eyes  are  like  magnifying  glasses ;  they  see 


FACES    FOR    FORTUNES.  ^77 

the  near  larger  than  it  is,  but  the  distant  future  is 
bliu'red  and  unnoticed/'^ 

"As  acids  will  not  affect  gold,  so  reproof  ^vili 
not  touch  him  whilst  his  wealth  endures/^ 

"  The  rich  fool  sows  his  corn  in  winter,  and  the 
crows  reap  it/^ 

"  If-  he  locks  his  plate  chest_,  he  hangs  the  key 
on  his  door-scraper." 

"This  is  the  way  of  the  world:  he  that  would 
be  asked  to  dinner  should  first  hint  that  he  has 
dined." 

"  Men  mostly  desire  to  see  your  face  when  you 
turn  your  back  upon  them.' 

''  How  often  do  our  friends  lollovr  the  custom 
of  apothecaries,  who  give  their  advice  gratis  pro- 
vided you  swallow  their  medicines." 

Driven  to  desperation  by  the  monotony  of 
roast  beef  and  mutton,  and  the  heart-breaking 
repetition  of  boiled  mutton  and  beef,  the  English 
nation  has  of  late  roused  itself  to  the  ambitious 
attempt  of  entrees  and  removes.  That  so  domes- 
ticated a  people  should  for  so  long  a  period  have 
submitted  to  the  plain-joint  thraldom,  furnishes 
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a  convincing  proof  that  our  wives  are  beloved  for 
tlieraselves  only^  and  not  for  tlie  culinary  pleasures 
which  matrimony  is  supposed  to  insure. 

The  best  explanation  that  can  be  given  for  this 
long  apathy  to  the  joys  of  the  cuisine ,  is,  in  our 
opinioo,  that  the  husband,  and  the  husband  alone, 
has  been  to  blame  for  his  own  suflPerings  and  de- 
privations. The  wife,  anxious  of  course  to  make 
her  home  attractive,  and  never  so  happy  as  when 
her  dear  man  enjoys  the  family  repast — may  in 
the  morning  timidly  inquire  what  her  adored 
would  like  to  have  for  his  dinner.  In  a  moment 
the  husband  yields  to  anger,  in  nine  cases  out  of 
ten  he  will  express  himself  coarsely,  and  instead 
of  embracing  his  broken-hearted  spouse  before 
leaving  for  business,  he  will  dash  his  hat  on  to  his 
head,  button  up  his  coat  savagely,  and  slam-to  the 
street  door  after  him  as  if  he  wished  the  explosive 
noise  to  express  the  ''  blowing  up ''  he  had  not  the 
courage  to  administer. 

When  a  wife  asks  her  husband  in  a  mild,  sweet 
manner,  instigated  only  by  love,  whether  he  has  a 
preference  for  any  favourite  dish,  instead  of  flying 
into  a  passion  and  exclaiming,  as  he  is  sure  to 
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do — "  Confound  the  dinners,  that  is  your  busi- 
ness !  "  he  should  with  gratitude  press  his  atten- 
tive darhng  to  his  bosom  and  think  of  something 
that  both  of  them  would  like.  Such  phrases  as, 
"Confound  it,  Matilda,  I  have  no  sooner  swallowed 
my  breakfast  than  you  attempt  to  force  my 
dinner  down  my  throat  /'  or  such  remarks  as, 
'^  Now,  my  good  Clara,  what  the  dickens  do  you 
think  I  married  you  for,  if  I  am  to  be  bored  in 
this  disgusting  style  ?'^  ought  to  be  made  fineable, 
and  be  exposed  in  the  police  reports.  We  have 
no  doubt  but  when  the  \'icious  husband  had  in 
his  morning^ s  paper  read  a  few  cases  such  as — 
^^ Another  disgusting  dinner  quarrel  again;"  or 
"Shameful  behaviour  to  a  wife — the  dinner 
grievance  ^' — we  should  soon  find  the  matrimonial 
disputes,  and  the  boiled  and  roast  battles,  at  an 
end. 

Then  the  wives  of  England,  stimulated  by  the 
patient  hearing  and  the  proper  advice  of  their 
lords  and  masters,  would  apply  themselves  dili- 
gently to  the  study  of  the  cookery  book,  and  in 
a  very  little  time  the  humblest  thirty-pound  tene- 
ment would  be  able  to  boast  of  such  repasts  that. 
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instead  of  our  being,  as  is  now  the  case,  forced  to 
send  to  Paris  for  our  cuisinerSj  it  would  be  the 
ambition  of  all  nations  that  love  good  living  to 
be  able  to  boast  that  they  have  been  fortunate 
enough  to  secure  the  assistance  of  "une  cook 
Anglaise/^  in  the  same  way  that  the  Parisian 
and  Russian  nobles  at  present  consider  their  esta- 
blishments incomplete  unless  they  are  blessed 
with  "un  cochemans/'  or  "un  groom  Britan- 
nique." 

A  lady  of  remarkable  originality  of  thought, 
and  one  of  the  first  to  promote  the  establishing 
of  the  "  Schools  for  Cookery  '^ — a  lady  whose 
'^omelette  aux  fines  herbes"  captivated  thousands 
— was  of  opinion  that  the  study  of  the  cookery 
book  in  its  present  dry  and  uninteresting  form 
was  a  fatiguing  labour  which  few  Englishwomen 
were  capable  of  undergoing.  Her  idea  was  to 
make  each  recipe  the  subject  of  some  exciting 
romance.  We  thought  the  idea  was  a  good  one, 
and  encouraged  her  to  send  us  a  sample  chapter. 
She,  with  the  amiability  which  ever  distinguished 
her  behaviour,  has  submitted  to  our  criticism  the 
first  eff'ort  of  her  pen — it  is  called 
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APPLE  FRITTERS. 

It  was  a  lovely  night.  The  warm  breezes  floated 
by,  laden  with  the  perfume  of  flowers — sweet  in- 
cense, rising  up  from  Nature's  kitchen. 

The  moon  shone  bright  as  a  bride's  eye,  covering 
the  earth  with  its  chaste  rays,  until  the  landscape 
seemed  silvered  and  pure  as  a  wedding-cake. 

''Let  us  walk  in  the  garden,"  said  chere  Hor- 
tense,  clasping  dear  Eloise  to  her  heaving 
bosom. 

In  a  few  seconds  tlie  two  noble  and  enthusiastic 
girls  were  beneath  the  orchard  trees. 

"  Do  you  perceive  those  apples  ?  '^  remarked 
Hortense,  scarcely  able  to  suppress  her  emotion . 

"Why  this  grief?"  sighed  the  gentle  Eloise. 
Then,  turning  her  large  grey  eyes  in  the  direction 
of  the  fruit  she  added,  in  a  disappointed  tone, 
"  They  are  baking  apples,  if  I  mistake  not !  " 

"They  are,  they  are  !  ^^  cried  chere  Hortense, 
bursting  into  an  agony  of  tears. 

Poor  girl !  they  reminded  her  of  her  home. 

Some  moments  elapsed  before  chere  Hortense 
could  resume  her  wonte^l  calmness.     At  length, 
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with  an  effort,  she  said,  "  Forgive  me,  dear  Eloise. 
I  was  silly,  very  silly  !  but  whenever  I  see  an 
apple  I  always  think  of  him.'^ 

"  You  must,  indeed,  have  loved,"  sighed 
Eloise. 

*' Loved!  ay  child,  madly!  "  continued  Hor- 
tense.  ^'  The  day  we  parted  I  remember  we  had 
apple  fritters  for  dinner.  He  himself  prepared 
the  dainty  for  me.  As  he  peeled  and  sliced  cross- 
ways,  a  quarter  of  an  inch  thick,  the  rosy  fruit 
before  him,  he  breathed  in  my  ear  his  first  avowal 
of  the  love  he  felt  for  me.  He  then  placed  in  a 
basin  about  two  ounces  of  flour,  a  little  salt,  two 
teaspoonfuls  of  oil,  and  the  yolk  of  an  egg, 
moistened  by  degrees  with  water,  and  all  the  time 
he  kept  stirring  up  the  compound  with  a  spoon. 
I  thought  I  should  have  fainted,  for  my  heart 
was  breaking." 

''Dear  Hortense  !  "  exclaimed  Eloise,  "Ah, 
how  you  must  have  suffered  1  " 

"  It  is  past  now,"  muttered  the  brave  girl.  Then 
resuming  her  story,  she  said,  '^  When  the  whole 
formed  a  smooth  consistency  of  the  thickness  of 
cream,  he  beat  up  the  white  of  an  eg^  till  firm. 
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mixing  it  with  batter.  I  could  endure  my  agony 
no  longer.  ^  Alexis/  I  cried,  '  beware  how  you 
trifle  with  me  !  " 

''  Proceed ;  you  interest  me  greatly/^  remarked 
Eloise.     "  What  was  his  answer  ?  '\ 

Hortense,  with  an  effort^  continued — ^'When 
the  mixture  was  hot,  he  put  the  apple  slices  in, 
one  at  a  time,  turning  them  over  carefully  as  they 
were  doing.  Suddenly  he  advanced  towards  me, 
his  face  glowing  with  passion ^' 

"  Nay,  say  not  so,"  interrupted  the  kind  Eloise; 
"  perhaps  the  heat  of  the  fire,  and  not  passion, 
had  tinged  his  cheeks." 

^^  Heaven  grant  your  words  prove  true !  " 
sobbed  the  loving  girl.  "  I  shall  never  forget  the 
expression  of  his  eyes.  '  Hortense,'  he  whispered, 
'  the  apple  fritters  are  now  cooked ;  let  us,  perhaps 
for  the  last  time,  eat  together.'  " 

For  a  few  seconds  Hortense  was  speechless 
from  grief.  Rising  from  the  mossy  bank,  she 
gasped  out,  "  Eloise,  as  you  love  me,  let  us  hurry 
home  !     I  shall  die  if  I  remain  here." 

"  And  the  fritters  ?  "  inquired  the  gentle 
Eloise. 
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''  They  were  excellent/^  continued  Hortense,  in 
a  calmer  tone.  "  That  evening  he  presented  me 
with  the  recipe  for  making  them,  together  with  a 
lock  of  his  hair,  which,  however,  formed  no  part 
of  the  recipe.  Two  hours  afterwards  he  was  on 
his  way  to  London  and  the  Reform  Club.  But,  to 
this  day  even,  the  sight  of  an  apple  makes  me 
tremble.      Alas  !  such  is    the  love  of  poor  fond 


woman  I 
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That  night  Eloise  slept  little.  She  was  thinking 
over  the  story  of  the  ^^  Apple  Fritters." 

We  have  always  considered  it  to  be  one  of  the 
most  kindl}^  blessings  vouchsafed  to  man^  that 
aithougli  the  future  has  been  veiled  from  human 
eyes,  yet  Providence  has  scattered  about  in  all 
directions  thousands  of  unfailing  and  inexpensive 
materials  for  enabling  us  to  read  our  destinies. 
The  great  door  of  "  To  come  "  has  been  closed 
and  double-locked ;  but  we  may,  if  we  please, 
peep  through  the  key-hole. 

A  youth  stands  trembling  and  anxiously  trying 
to  look  into  time,  yet  unable  to  distinguish  any- 
thing in  the  thick  fog  of  uncertainty^     He  asks 
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himself,  "^Yliat  kind  of  wife  shall  I  many?'' 
He  remembers  to  have  read  in  hooks  of  the 
highest  moral  character,  written  by  women  of 
the  finest  turn  of  mind,  that  all  domestic  bliss 
depends  solely  upon  the  wife. 

He  remembers,  and  shudders  as  he  repeats, 
the  axiom  of  the  good  Mrs.  Barbauld,  that  beauty 
is  but  skin  deep,  and  that  virtue  scared  by  the 
small-pox  is  better  than  flightiness  and  a  peach- 
tinted  skin. 

He  wishes  that  Mrs.  Ellis  had  been  snatched 
from  this  wicked  world  in  her  teens,  and  never 
lived  to  write  that  fearful  phrase,  *'  contentment 
and  a  perambulator  are  prefei'able — far  preferable 
— to  bickering  and  a  brougham." 

He  wonders  whether  his  adored  one  will  wear 
apricot-coloured  gloves  and  snub  him,  or  whether 
the  hands  that  crumple  his  shirt-collar  with  their 
affectionate  clasp,  will  be  encased  in  modest 
mittens. 

In  the  midst  of  this  dilemma,  and  whilst  the 
perplexed  j^outh  is  vainl}"  straining  his  eyes  to 
pierce  the  w^oolly  mist  of  the  future,  up  steps  that 
lively  link-bo}',  Experience,  and  thus  addresses 
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his  honour:  "  Why  do  you  torment  yourself,  when 
Providence  has  hiessed  you  with  the  means  of 
solving  your  doubts  ?  Has  Mother  Bunch  lived 
in  vain  ?  Was  her  '  Closet  Newly  Broke  Open  ' 
done  in  stupid  sport,  or  is  there  truth  on  the 
shelves  ?  Are  onions  dear  ?  No  !  Then  listen 
to  the  directions  of  that  wise  woman.  Go,  buy 
half-a-dozen  fine  onions.  Take  your  onion  and 
pare  it,  and  at  night  lay  it  on  a  clean  hand- 
kerchief, under  your  pillow  ;  put  on  a  clean  shirt, 
and  as  you  lie  down,  spread  your  arms  abroad 
and  say  these  words  : — 

'  Good  St.  Thomas,  do  me  right, 
And  bring  me  to  my  love  this  night, 
That  I  may  view  her  in  the  face, 
And  on  her  cheek  may  her  embrace.' 

Then  with  your  arms  abroad,  go  to  sleep  as 
quickly  as  possible.  And  in  your  first  sleep,  you 
shall  dream  of  her  who  is  to  be  your  wife,  and 
she  will  come  and  offer  to  kiss  you." 

How  simple  and  comforting  is  such  an  as- 
surance !  What  does  it  matter  if  the  onion  is  a 
strong-smelling  bulb  ?  Its  suffocating  odour 
will  in  this  trial  cause  only  tears  of  joy.     If  the 
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fair  vision  does  not  object  to  the  scent,  why 
should  you  ?  Tell  her  you  had  roast  pork  for 
dinner. 

AU-hallow  Eve  is  the  vigil  of  All  Saints'  Day, 
which  is  on  the  1st  of  November.  We  are  very 
sorry  that  we  did  not  write  this  chapter  years  ago, 
for  we  are  the  proprietor  of  a  thousand  directions, 
for  enabling  fond  yearning  hearts  of  both  sexes  to 
tell  their  matrimonial  destiny.  We  regret  this 
delay  the  more  because  most  likely  some  of  our 
readers  may,  before  next  Hallow  Eve  comes 
round  again,  be  married  to  the  wrong  persons, 
instead  of  being  united  to  the  phantoms  our 
charms  would  have  raised  up. 

It  is  a  strange  circumstance  that  tlie  same 
spells  and  conjurations  are  practised  at  Halloween 
in  England,  Scotland,  Ireland  and  Wales,  and 
that  they  seem  to  have  existed  ever  since  the 
marriage  service  was  introduced.  The  Irish, 
who  are  all  born  thirsty,  have  taken  advantage  of 
the  festival  to  introduce  the  drinking  of  a  com- 
pound of  ale,  known  as  "  lamb's-wool,"  among 
the  mystic  ceremonies. 

According  to  Burns,    the    Scotch  always   eat 
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"  sowens,"  with  butter  instead  of  milk  to  them, 
at  a  Halloween  supper ;  but  until  we  have  tasted 
the  food  with  this  strange-sounding  name,  we  shall 
refrain  from  offering  an  opinion  on  the  wisdom 
of  this  custom.  We  do  not  like  the  word,  for  it 
conveys  a  rancid,  porky  idea  to  the  mind.  Could 
any  of  our  kind  readers  in  Scotland  oblige  us 
by  forwarding,  through  the  medium  of  the  Post 
Office,  a  little  bit  of  sowens,  carefully  enclosed 
in  a  piece  of  oil-silk,  or  any  other  water  and 
butter-proof  material  ? 

Apples,  ale,  and  nuts  were  and  are  indispen- 
sable at  a  Halloween  celebration.  A  century 
back,  it  was  considered  customary  to  observe 
this  festival,  as  it  is  now  to  eat  plum-pudding  on 
Christmas  Day.  The  famous  conjuror  of  Dublin 
— Harvey — says  in  a  letter :  "I  am  alone,  but 
the  servants  having  demanded  apples,  ale  and 
nuts,  I  took  the  opportunity  of  running  back  my 
own  annals  of  All-hallows  Eve.''  This  shows 
that  if  the  celebrated  conjuror  had  refused,  there 
would  have  been  a  rare  to-do  in  the  kitchen.  We 
should  like  to  see  servants  demanding  apples, 
ale,  and   nuts   of  any   n^aster  now-a-days.     We 
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rather  think  the  answer  would  be,  "This  day 
month,  and  you  needn't  expsct  any  character 
from  me." 

Halloween  was  vulgarly  called  "  Nutcrack 
Night,"  because  that  fruit  was  more  hugely 
devoured  than  any  other.  For  the  time,  the 
revellers  attacked  the  hard-shelled  cobs,  hazels, 
and  filberts,  as  if  they  had  been  so  many  squir- 
rels. The  surgeon-dentists  of  the  period  encou- 
raged the  custom.  Two  pints  was  not  looked 
upon  as  an  unwholesome  quantity  for  a  middle- 
aged  lady.  The  more  enthusiastic  cracked  on 
till  either  their  teeth  or  their  appetites  gave 
way. 

But  nuts  were  not  only  used  for  the  mere 
animal  pleasure  of  eating,  but  also  for  affording 
hope  and  consolation  to  the  impatient  and  doubt- 
ful bachelor  and  spinster.  The  individual  who 
could  calmly  devour  his  or  her  pints  without 
sacrificing  a  few  of  them  in  seeking  for  propi- 
tious omens  as  to  the  matrimonial  future,  was 
only  worthy  of  an  indigestion  and  a  toothache. 
The  nut-burning  charm  was  performed  after  this 
fashion :  a  pair  of  nuts  had  the  name  of  a  lady 
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and  gentleman  given  to  them,  and  were  then 
placed  in  the  fire.  If  they  burned  quietly  toge- 
ther, then  it  promised  a  happy  marriage  or  a 
hopeful  love ;  but  if  the  female  nut  bounced  off 
with  a  bang,  or  the  male  nut  exploded  with  a 
crack,  or  if  they  flew  apart  in  any  way,  then  it 
was  useless  for  that  couple  to  think  any  more 
of  each  other,  for  their  courtship  would  be 
nothing  but  a  series  of  bouncings,  bangs,  and 
cracks,  which  would  be  more  likely  to  end  in 
a  six-months'  imprisonment  than  a  wedding  day. 
But  if  the  nuts  should  blaze  together  and  lie 
burning  side  by  side,  motionless  as  love-birds  on 
the  perch,  then  the  happy  couple  might  make 
their  minds  easy  as  to  their  settling  in  life — she 
might,  on  reaching  home,  burn  her  thick  packets 
of  love-letters,  and  he  return  his  love  locks  to 
their  original  heads. 

In  Ireland,  it  is  a  custom  with  the  girls  to  test 
the  constancy  of  their  boys,  at  any  time  of  the 
year,  by  means  of  nuts.  This  is  rendered  neces- 
sary, from  the  peculiar  disposition  of  the  men 
in  that  country  to  make  love  to  every  girl  they 
meet.     As  soon  as  the  young  lady  has  remem- 
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bered  the  names  of  all  the  gentlemen  who  have 
sworn  to  adore  her,  she  calls  the  nuts  after  them, 
and,  three  at  a  time,  subjects  them  to  the  fiery 
ordeal.  A  nut,  which  only  over-night  had  sworn 
*'  to  burrust  its  harrut  intirelee,  if  it  was  trated 
badlee  at  all,  at  all,"  has  been  known  to  bounce 
with  a  bang  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  room, 
like  a  soda-water  cork. 

Young  women  in  Scotland,  we  are  told,  deter- 
mine the  figure  and  size  of  their  husbands  by 
pulling  up  cabbages  blindfold  on  Halloween. 
We  object  strongly  to  a  man,  the  noblest  of 
creation,  being  in  any  way  compared  to  a  cab- 
bage, which  is  a  low-class  vegetable  of  an  ugly 
form,  and  with  an  unpleasant  perfume.  Surely 
the  lords  of  the  universe  should  not  be  classed 
with  rabbit's  food ! 

The  cabbage-drawing  ceremony  is  practised 
in  this  manner : — The  girls  are  blindfolded,  and 
then  joining  hands  they  enter  the  garden,  and 
pull  up  the  first  plant  they  come  to.  If  it  be  a 
big  one,  so  will  the  future  husband  be;  if  the 
stem  be  crooked,  then  the  intended's  legs  will 
be  sadly  out  of  the  perpendicular.     If  any  earth 
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stick  to  the  roots,  then  the  man  will  bring  monej^ 
with  him,  for  riches  are  dirt,  and  lucre  is  filthy, 
though,  as  the  Highlander  said,  "It'll  bear  wash- 
ing." It  is  proper  to  observe,  that  the  "  ysdrd  "  in 
which  the  "  couthie  "  Scotch  lasses  "  wale  their 
joes  amang  the  greenkale,''  must  belong  either 
to  a  bachelor  or  a  widower. 

Sowing  hempseed  is  another  of  the  mystic 
rites  practised  on  this  Eve.  A  lady  steals  out 
unperceivcd  by  her  friends,  and  sows  a  handful 
of  hempseed  in  the  garden,  dragging  after  her 
anything  she  can  find  so  as  to  harrow  it.  All 
the  time  she  keeps  on  repeating,  ''  Hemp  seed,  I 
sow  thee — ^hemp  seed,  I  sow  thee ;  and  may  he 
who  is  to  be  my  true  love  come  after  me  and  pull 
thee."*'  If  she  is  lucky,  she  will,  on  looking  over 
her  left  shoulder,  behold  a  gracefully-attired  gent 
in  the  attitude  of  pulling  hemp.  In  making  this 
trial  it  is  better  not  to  sow  the  hemp  in  a  flower- 
bed, for  fear  the  angry  gardener  should  be  the 
youth  that  meets  the  lady's  eyes  on  looking  back- 
wards ;  and  since  the  great  French  Revolution, 
Claude  Meinottes  have  become  very  scarce. 

Should  any  lady  be  afraid  of  catching  cold  by 


FACES    FOR    FORTUNES.  2X) 

venturing  into  the  open  air,  she  can  try  her  ma- 
trimonial future  in  her  own  room.  She  has  cnly 
to  throw  a  ball  of  blue  thread  out  of  v.indow,  and 
then  wind  it  back  again  into  a  reel.  By  and  by 
something  will  catch  hold  of  the  thread,  and  tlien 
she  must  ask  with  an  effort,  "  Who  holds  ?  "'  and 
a  flute-like  voice  will  warble  out  its  Cll^i^tian 
and  surname,  and  state  the  exact  amoaiit  of  pin- 
money  he  is  prepared  to  allow  her  after  her 
marriage. 

A  rather  dirty,  but  no  doubt  amusing,  trial 
may  be  imposed  upon  those  single  gentlemen 
who  are  anxious  to  see  the  spare  arm-chair  filled 
with  a  luxuriant  skirt.  You  take  three  saucers,  and 
fill  one  with  pure  water,  another  with  dirty  water, 
and  leave  the  third  one  empty.  The  bachelor 
is  first  blindfolded,  and  next  led  to  the  hearth 
where  the  saucers  are  arranged,  and  then  allowed 
to  grope  about  until  he  dips  liis  left  hand  into 
one  of  them. 

If  it  is  the  clean  one,  that  fellow  is  all  right. 
His  dinner  will  always  be  ready  to  a  moment, 
his  tea  always  strong  and  sweet,  and  as  for 
smoking,  his  rosebud  will  say  it  is  good  for  her. 
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If  the  hand  dips  into  the  foul  water,  then  he 
had  better  turn  sailor  or  commercial  traveller, 
and  be  at  home  only  one  month  out  of  the 
twelve,  and  even  then  let  him  dine  in  the  City 
every  day  and  only  come  in  with  the  milk,  for 
his  future  wife  will  be  such  a  vixen,  that  he'll  lose 
his  hair  in  three  years. 

If  the  hand  goes  into  the  empty  saucer — 
alas  !  wretched  man  !  he  must  live  and  die  as 
single  as  an  oyster.  To  him  every  baby-linen 
warehouse  will  be  like  a  pinch  of  snuff  to  his 
eyes,  to  draw  forth  the  tears  and  groans.  Let 
such  a  man  keep  a  turnpike-gate  on  a  lonely 
road. 

For  the  benefit  of  the  younger  members  of  the 
joyful  meeting,  whose  innocence  cannot  yet  com- 
prehend the  delight  of  seeing  two  nuts  blazing 
together  in  loving  sympathy,  our  ancestors  intro- 
duced on  Halloween  the  pastime  of  ducking  after 
apples  in  a  tub  of  water,  and  trying  to  catch 
them  in  the  mouth,  whilst  the  hands  were  tied 
behind  the  back.  Another  sport  was  to  place  an 
apple  on  one  end  of  a  lath  and  a  lighted  candle 
on  the  otlier,  and  then  suspending  the  rod,  neatly 
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balanced,  to  the  ceiling,  to  make  boys,  with  the 
arms  tied  down,  bite  at  the  fruit. 

Of  course  the  lath  swung  round,  and  the  candle 
came  bouncing  against  the  lad's  cheek. 

But  after  reading  the  more  sentimental  descrip- 
tions of  Halloween  amusements,  what  sensible 
person,  unless  inordinately  and  unnaturally  fond 
of  apples,  could  find  pleasure  in  such  mere  ab- 
surdity ?  The  cabbages  we  despise,  and  give 
our  share  of  the  cow-feeding  legume  to  any  one 
who  likes  to  have  it.  The  ball  of  blue  cotton 
is  pretty,  if  you  know  when  the  lady  is  about  to 
make  the  experiment,  provided  she  be  beautiful, 
amiable,  and  under  thirty. 

In  case  any  of  our  gentlemen  readers  would 
like  to  try  the  nut-burning  next  Halloween,  we 
will  teU  them  a  secret  which  might  prove  of  use. 
If  you  make  a  small  hole  in  the  sides  of  the  nuts 
— say  with  a  pin  or  the  j)oint  of  a  pen-knife — 
the  nut  wiU  burn  as  quietly  as  a  potato  in  an 
oven.  Your  sweetheart  need  not  know  any- 
thing about  it. 

To  kill  the  dark  days  and  push  on  the  slow 
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hours  during  this  foggy,  dusky  month,  two  very 
dear  friends  of  ours — both  under  twenty,  and 
elegant  to  such  perfection  that  whoever  marries 
the  one  will  blow  out  his  brains  because  he  did 
not  select  the  other — these  dear  friends  amused 
themselves  by  writing,  or  attempting  to  write, 
novels.  In  time  they  grew  such  adepts  at  the  sport 
that  any  professional  romancer  might  have  been 
jealous  of  their  abilities.  These  sweet,  gentle 
creatures,  who  would  rush  to  the  rescue  of  a  fly 
drowning  in  a  milk  jug  with  as  much  affectionate 
earnestness  as  though  it  were  a  baby  overboard 
— these  tender  ones  would  plot  and  arrange  the 
most  diabolical  murders,  thrust  knives  into  ribs, 
mix  poison  with  the  batter  pudding,  fire  pistols 
from  behind  hay-stacks,  and  indulge  in  every 
imaginary  variety  of  the  murder  catalogue  with 
a  desperate  delight  that  was  enough  to  frighten 
away  any  man  with  serious  intentions. 

The  great  success  in  the  literary  world  of  the 
numerous  ladies  who  have  within  a  short  period 
dazzled  the  subscribers  to  Mudie's  library  (limited) 
should  stimulate  the  pretty  innocents  who  are 
now  wasting  their  ink  on  one- volume  letters  and 


FACES    FOR    FORTUNES.  297 

three-volume  diaries  to  force  their  way  into  the 
publisher's  shop  and  attain  tte  glorious  climax  of 
a  seventh  edition. 

One  of  the  before-mentioned  young  ladies,  Miss 
Molly  Hare,  obliged  us  three  years  since  (she  was 
then  but  eighteen)  with  a  portion  of  her  manuscript 
for  our  opinion  and,  if  necessary,  amendment. 
The  chapter  contained  an  incident  supposed  to 
occur  in  the  gardens  of  Cremorne ;  and  as  the 
modest-minded  Molly  had  never  been  allowed  to 
enter  that  shilling  paradise,  she  was  afraid  her  de- 
scription (framed  upon  a  brother's  hasty  account) 
might  prove  incorrect.  Not  one  word  did  we 
consider  it  necessary  to  alter  or  add.  In  proof  of 
our  assertion  we  print  the  clief-d!ceavre,  merely 
prefacing  it  with  a  few  necessary  explantions. 

The  heroine  of  the  story,  seventeen  and  a  blonde, 
is  christened  Julia  Monpouce— a  fine  character, 
boldly  sketched.  She  is  deeply  enamoured  of  Sir 
Raymond  Golongser,  but  unfortunately  he  does 
not  return  her  passion,  or  perhaps,  to  speak  more 
correctly  he  does  return  her  passion,  for  he  will 
have  nothing  to  do  with  it— deliberately  refusing 
to  accept  her  love.     The  scene  on  the  balcony  is 
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a  perfect  expose  of  aristocratic  duplicity.  In  the 
meantime  Captain  Story — a  villain — driven  to 
madness  by  the  rejection  of  his  suit,  determines 
at  any  cost  to  follow  the  haughty  Julia  to  London. 
He  arrives  and  learns  that  his  proud,  though 
adored  captivator  has  gone  to  Cremorne  Gardens, 
a  fancy  then  much  in  vogue  among  the  upper  ten 
thousand.  We  should  not,  however,  forget  to 
add,  that  the  better  to  conceal  his  iniquity  the 
Captain  disguises  himself  as  a  Bristol  merchant. 

'^  Bless  me  !  This  is  very  beautiful !"  cried  the 
Bristol  merchant,  as  he  stood  on  the  gravel-walk 
of  Cremorne,  gazing  on  the  festive  scene  around. 
«  Very — very  beautiful !"  and  he  wiped  the  dust 
off  his  boots  with  a  silken  handkerchief  ^  that  in 
all  England  had  not  its  equal  for  softness  of 
material  and  brilliancy  of  colour. 

"  Waiter !  ^'  he  cried,  after  a  few  moments' 
silence,  during  which  mighty  thoughts,  such  as 
even  Moxon  cannot  purchase,  rolled  through  his 
copious  yet  healthy  brain.  "  Waiter,  tell  me  how 
many  lamps  have  you  here  ?  " 

"  Six  hundred  thousand,  including  the  one  in 
the  hall,''  was  the  civil  reply. 
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The  Bristol  merchant  once  more  gazed  around 
him.  Six  hundred  thousand  lamps  !  Ah !  how 
many  a  poor  man's  meal  springs  from  one  of 
these  small  glass  cups  !  How  many  an  oilman's 
starving  infant  and  pining  wife  owe  their  mid-day 
meal  to  a  common  lamp  I  Its  oil  is  healing  as 
that  of  the  good  Samaritan.  To  supply  its  tiny 
wick  the  huge  whale  of  Greenland  floats  in  its 
Arctic  home,  waiting  for  the  harpoon  that  shall, 
like  the  African  explorers,  penetrate  into  the 
interior.  '^  Waiter  ! "  again  exclaimed  the  mer- 
chant, *^  tell  me  who  is  that  fair  creature  polking 
with  that  brave  youth  in  a  Cambridge  tie  and 
a  coloured  flannel  shii't  ? " 

"  That  lady  is  the  Countess  of  Pentonville/' 
repUed  the  man,  "  and  she  is  dancing  with  the 
Honourable  Augustus  de  Goutant.'' 

"  Then  you  are  patronized  by  the  nobility  ?  " 

"  By  the  nobility,  gentry,  and  public  at  large,'' 
answered  the  man.  "  That  young  man  in  a  clean 
shirt  and  the  steel  watch-guard  is  the  gentry,  and 
the  one  in  dirty  hands  and  a  travelling  cap  is  the 
pubHc  at  large." 

"  Heavens  ! "    exclaimed   the   merchant.      "  0 
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happy  gardens,  that  know  no  distinction  between 
the  noble  and  the  peasant,  between  the  rich  and 
poor,  the  beautiful  and  the  vile !  Thrice  lovely 
lamps !  beneath  whose  brightness  all  men  are 
equal/' 

The  band  bursts  forth  into  harmony,  and  the 
dancers  crowd  to  the  platform.  Fairy  waists  are 
clasped  by  sturdy  arms,  and  wristbands,  hitherto 
carefully  concealed,  betray  their  soiled  whiteness, 
as  snail-like  they  creep  from  beneath  the  up- 
drawn  sleeve. 

The  band  bursts  forth  into  harmony,  and  the 
Bristol  merchant  finding  he  was  in  danger,  as  the 
rapid  dancers  darted  around,  at  length  retired  to 
the  refreshment  room. 

"  Waiter,  bring  this  young  lady  a  glass  of  port. 
Oh  !  you  have  done  so.  It  is  well.  What  have 
I  to  pay  ?  One  shilling  !  Here  is  another  for 
yourself.  What,  no  gratuities  are  allowed  to 
waiters  !     Thrice  happy  Cremorne  !  '^ 

The  merchant  sought  the  shady  groves,  far 
away  from  all  intruders.  Half-way  up  the  tall 
trees  arches  of  coloured  lamps  sprang  across  the 
broad  walk,  suggestive  of  fairy-land. 
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"  Dearest  Julia  ! ''  he  whispered ;  *'  I  am,  to 
use  an  expression  relished  by  many  of  our  first 
lecturers,  '  a  mere  worker.'  I  am  but  a  labourer, 
who  receives  his  weekly  wage.  What  !  You 
frown  !  You  seek  to  leave  me  !  Go,  faithless 
one  !  but  first  hear  my  parting  words.  This  was 
but  a  trick  to  try  you !  Learn,  I  am  wealthy 
beyond  expression.'^ 

The  Bristol  merchant  has  entered  the  supper 
room ;  around  him  are  arranged  delicacies  that 
Royalty,  if  hungry,  would  not  have  despised. 
Here  the  brilliant  beet  lends  its  splendour  to  the 
pale  salad ;  there  the  green  hock-glass  brightens 
up  the  table-cloth.  Now  a  loin  of  lamb,  brown 
as  the  cheek  of  a  gipsy  maiden,  meets  the  tan- 
talized eye ;  now  the  yellow  breast  of  the  fowl 
brings  water  to  the  longing  mouth  ! 

"  Waiter,  how  much  have  I  to  pay  for  this 
excellent  supper  ?  I  have  finished."  Thus  spake 
the  Bristol  merchant. 

"  Half-a-crown,  sir ;  you  may  eat  as  much  as 
you  can.'' 

"  Waiter,  I  was  not  aware  of  that ;  bring  me 
another   clean  plate,    some    more    bread,    those 
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lobsters,  aud  a  glass  of  spring  water."  From  that 
hour  the  image  of  the  faithless  Julia  haunted  his 
excited  brain. 


END   OF  VOL.  n. 
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